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Preface. 


On  the  moming  of  the  dav  during  which  I  completed 
the  writing  of  thin  story,  I  found  the  foUowing  para- 
graph in  my  moraing  paper : 

RECORD   LOW   BIRTH-RATE. 


Registrar-General    Reports   a   Startung 
Decrease. 

The  startling  intelligence  is  contained  in  the 
quarterly  return  of  the  Registrar-General  that 
the  birth-rate  for  the  second  quarter  of  1905 
"  is  the  lowest  birth-rate  recorded  in  any  second 
quarter  since  civil  registration  was  estabhshed." 
The  actual  figures  were  equivalent  to  278  per 
thousand  of  the  population,  the  mean  rate  in 
ten  preceding  second  quarters  being  «9-4.  In 
counties  with  populations  exceeding  100,000, 
the  highest  rate  was  35-8  in  Monmouttishire. 
and  the  lowest  21-3  in  Sussex.  In  the  great 
towns  the  rate  ranged  from  17-3  in  Bourne- 
mouth  to  38-3  in  Merthyr  Tydvil,  and  386 
in  Rhondda. 
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PREFACE. 


I  am  perfectly  aware  that  religion  and  sociology 
have  become,  as  in  the  time  of  the  Roman  deca- 
dence, a  sort  of  pastime.  But  such  a  paragraph  as 
the  one  quoted  should  make  even  the  indifferent 
pause. 

The  churches  are  doing  their  best  to  r^use  the 
public  conscience  in  this  matter,  but  there  is  no 
"  confraternity  "  such  as  is  sketched  in  these  pages, 
there  is  no  organised  society  to  teach  the  religious 
>nd  economic  aspect  of  the  population  question. 

On  the  other  hand,  there  is  ^a  organised  society 
of  men  and  women  definitely  pledged  to  teach  the 
limitation  of  families.  They  have  a  monthly 
magazine,  which  is  written  by  extremely  able  and 
cultured  people,  who  are  not  in  the  least  ashamed 
to  promulgate  views  which  are  quite  anti-Christian 
and  socially  anarchistic.  Yet  the  churches  do  not 
dare  to  insist  upon  the  religious  and  moral  duties 
of  marriage.  What  Dr.  Foumier  calls  "Us  pudi- 
bonds  AngleUrre"  must  not  be  confronted  by  the 
meaning  of  the  alarming  truths  that  the  Registrar- 
General  is  giving  to  the  world.  La  pudeur  Anglaise 
must  be  maintained  at  all  costs ! 

Now  and  then  some  clergyman  dares  to  speak  out. 

The  Rev.  Father  Black  preached  a  sermon  on  the 
duties  of  marriage  and  the  sin  of  trifling  with  God's 
ordinance,  in  Calcutta  Cathedral.  At  the  service 
there  was  present  a  certain  high  official  of  the 
Indian  Empire,  notorious  for  his  evil  life  and  influ- 
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PREFACE. 

^f  rli  ^*'^"*  *.''•  ^^  *'•**  '"""^^'J'  ♦»«  B«hop 
of  Calcutta  received  letters  from  men  who  had  been 

present  at  the  service  to  say  that  they  would  not 

aUow  their  women  to  attend  the  Cathedral  if  Father 

Black  was  suffered  to  preach  again.    On  the  other 

hand,  many  men  wrote  to  the  preacher  to  say  that 

they  were  most  thankful  that  he  had  spoken  out 

That  famous  Indian  journal,  The  Pioneer,  backed 

the  preacher  in  every  way. 

These  facts  are  significant. 

The  churches  are   the  natur  J  director  of  the 
pubhc  conscience;  that  is.  they  should  be  so 

It  IS  to  be  hoped  and  prayed  that  priests  and 

v^'n>  ''*''"' ^°''''"°^'    The  time  is 

I  have  to  thank  Father  Black  for  the  loan  of 
various  documents,  which  have  helped  me  in  writing 

?'v  1^^°'^'^  ~"P'"  '^"^  ^  «^e  that  oi 
the  Vicar  of  Hayle.  in  ComwaU,  who  ha,  been  most 
sympathetic  and  helpful  to  a  very  difficult  task 

The  story  of  the  execution  in  Chapter  III.  is  true 
m  every  detail.  It  is  not  a  pleasant  story,  but  it 
mustrates  a  psychological  point  I  had  to  make  I 
heard  Mr  David  Christie  Murray  tell  it  at  a  supper 
party  m  h«  house,  and  he  has  very  kindly  given  me 
permission  to  use  it  in  this  tale. 

The  English  tr-.lation  of  Verlaine's  Collogue 
SenHme^,  wt  .  .  s.  Emily  Ve«chmidt  relZ 
m  the  story.  «  b,  me  late  Ernest  Dowson.    I  am 


"  PREFACE. 

enabled  to  give  it  liere  by  the  kindness  of  Mr.  John 
Lane,  who  has  lately  published  a  complete  and 
beautiful  edition  of  the  writings  of  the  unliappy 
poet,  and  allows  me  to  make  one  extract  from  it. 

The  story  of  how  England  was  numbered  by 
electricity  is  from  a  published  account  of  a  similar 
operation  in  America,  \vhich  was  written  by  the 
scientist  who  invented  the  method. 

Guy  Thohnk. 


P.S.— Since  writing  the  above  preface,  the  Bishop 
of  London  has  spcken  out  on  tb'  object.  In 
an  address  given  to  the  clergy  of  .  diocese  in 
St.  Paul's  Cathedral,  he  has  denounce  the  hideous 
practices  of  the  day  with  a  strong  ^d  certain 
voice.— G.T. 


First  it  was  Ordained. 


CHAPTER     I. 

HIGH    MATTERS.— THE    VIGIL    OP   THE    CENSUS,    THE 
VIGIL  OF  ROLAND'S  WEDDING. 

The  new  Census  Building,  as  it  was  popularly 
called,  was  certainly  one  o*  the  finest  bmldines  in 
Kingsway. 

The  Royal  Academician  who  designed  the  build- 
ing—Mr. Norman  Shaw,  in  fact— was  once  more 
enabled  to  continue  the  great  architectural  con- 
ception that  the  new  route  from  Holbom  to  the 
Strand  had  given  the  artists  of  London. 

The  sweep  of  the  Kingsway,  at  no  place  less  than 
one  hundred  feet  wide,  showed  that  the  era  of 
mean  buildings  on  great  sites  had  passed  awav 
that  the  power  of  the  Metropolitan  Board  of  Works' 
which  produced  Shaftesbury  Avenue  and  Charing 
Cross  Road,  twin  horrors  to  the  beauty-loving  eve 
was  broken  and  ended. 

The  Census  Building  was  a  litUe  north  of  the 
crescent  where  Kingsway  and  Aldwych  met.    Plane 
trees  and  acacias  bordered  the  pavement  in  front 
>i 
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of  the  stone  steps  which  led  to  the  wide  doorway. 
The  electric  lights  shone  through  the  green  leaves 
with  a  pleasant  effect  that  recalled  some  gay  boule- 
vard in  Paris,  or  one  of  those  Uttle  caf^s  hidden  in 
foliage  that  confront  the  long  tan-ride  and  the 
King's  palace  at  Brussels.  It  was  close  upon  nine 
of  a  summer's  evening. 

The  heavy  traiBc  of  the  day  was  over,  commerce 
was  at  rest,  and  only  pleasure-seekers  were  abroad. 
Cabs  and  carriages  rolled  up  and  down  to  the  new 
opera  house  and  the  Gaiety  Theatre;  men  with 
light  overcoats  over  their  arms,  and  in  evening 
dress,  strolled  along  in  pairs,  smoking  cigarettes 
and  enjoying  the  fineness  of  the  night. 

Two  men  who  were  on  their  way  to  the  burlesque 
paused  for  a  moment  in  front  of  the  Census  Building. 
Every  window  in  the  facade  was  brilliantly  ht, 
the  big  doors  were  open,  showing  a  white  tiled  hall, 
hung  with  electric  globes,  along  which  messengers 
in  uniform  and  plain  clothes  were  passing  and 
re-passing. 

"Hallo,"  said  one  of  them,  "they  seem  busy 
here.  Some  business  establishment,  I  suppose. 
What  a  shame  it  is  to  keep  those  poor  wretches 
of  clerks  at  work  so  late,  and  on  such  a  ripping 
night."  ^^   * 

He  had  dined  well  and  saw  everything  through 
rosy  glasses— champagne  and  Grand  Marnier 
cordon-rouge  spectacles. 

"  My  dear  boy,"  answered  his  companion,  "  that's 
the  Census  Office.  Didn't  you  know  ?  They're  all 
hard  at  work  counting  the  population.  Our  names 
are  in  there,  by  Jove  1    My  man  came  up  to  me 
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the  other  day  with  a  paper  to  fill  up,  age  and  weight, 
ever  been  in  love,  sort  of  thing.  Awful  rot.  The 
result'll  be  out  in  a  few  days  now." 

"Wish  I  knew  the  result  of  the  next  meeting 
at  Doncaster,"  the  other  answered,  and  they  passed 
on  discussing  matters  of  real  importance. 

There  was  some  cessation  in  the  stream  of  carriages 
now,  as  the  distant  clock  of  St.  Clement  Danes 
struck  nine.  The  mellow  notes  came  faintly  up 
this  street  of  palaces  with  the  same  resonance  and 
appeal  they  had  when  Dr.  Johnson  worshipped 
in  the  church  below,  and  came  out  into  a  London 
now  vanished  and  destroyed  for  ever. 

As  the  strokes  of  the  bell  died  away,  a  tall  and 
massively-buQt  man,  in  the  dress  of  a  clergyman, 
came  towards  the  Census  Office  from  Holborn. 

The  face  under  the  wide-brimmed  silk  hat  was 
strong  and  with  a  square  jaw.  Deep  furrows  were 
cut  in  it  by  life  and  experience,  and  in  repose  the 
mouth  was  stem.  The  eyes,  which  were  grey, 
had  that  look  of  elemental  patience  one  sometimes 
sees  in  the  eyes  of  old  labourers.    It  was  a  patience 

mingled  with  a  certain  weariness,  as  who  should  say, 
"  I  can  endure,  I  know  the  '  glory  of  going  on," 

but  I  shall  not  be  sorry  when  it  is  all  over." 
Few  people,  however,  saw  Father  Grogan's  face 

in  repose. 
His  life  was  too  busy,  full,  and  vivid  for  that 

aspect  of  him  to  be  a  familiar  one. 

^^  A  small  and  very  filthy  boy  pushed  a  box  of 

"wax   lights"    into    the   clergyman's   hand.    He 

smiled,  gave  the  urchin  a  penny,  put  the  matches 

into  his  pocket,  and  walked  on. 
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When  he  smiled  the  eyes  became  lit  up  from 
within.  They  became  extraordinarily  alert  and 
penetrating  under  the  heavy  brows,  which  were 
divided  from  each  other  by  two  deep  perpendicular 
furrows.  But  it  was  a  kindly  fire  nevertheless. 
The  stem  mouth,  "  a  warrior  mouth,"  curved 
into  a  smile  of  singular  sweetness.  Yet  even  thus 
the  id-c.  was  a  keen,  worn,  fiery  face,  and  the  fact 
that  the  contours  themselves  were  full  and  not 
haggard  gave  an  added  unexpectedness  and  force 
to  this  personahty,  this  mask  which  hid  and  at  the 
same  time  reflected  the  soul  within. 

Mr.  Grogan  was  the  vicar  of  St.  Paul's,  Blooms- 
bury,  a  great  church  which  was  in  the  van  of  what 
is  known  as  the  "  Catholic  Revival  "  in  England. 

He  reached  the  open  doors  of  the  Census  Building, 
ran  up  the  steps  with  a  certain  excitement  in  his 
manner  and  entered  the  hall. 

A  commissionaire  came  out  of  a  little  glass- 
fronted  office  and  surveyed  him  civilly  but  with 
doubt  in  his  eyes.  The  man's  expression  seemed 
to  hint  that  this  was  an  unfortunate  time  to  call, 
that  great  things  were  afoot  and  strangers  not 
welcome.  The  people  who  hurried  backwards  and 
forwards  through  the  hall  and  ran  up  the  wide 
marble  stairway  were  all  infected  with  this  manner 
of  stir  and  crisis.  The  clergyman  saw  it  in  one 
swift,  comprehending  glance,  and  it  seemed  to 
exhilarate  him. 

"  Good  evening,"  he  said  to  the  commissionaire. 
"  I  have  an  appointment  with  Sir  Arthur.  Here 
is  my  card." 

The  man's  manner  changed.    He  saluted  and 
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summoned  a  boy  from  among  a  little  group  who 
were  sittmg  on  a  bench.  o      f       ^ 

..  1^^^^  ^^^  gentleman's  card  to  the  chief,"  he  said, 
the   gentleman   has   an    appointment.    He'll   be 
back  m  a  minute,  your  Reverence." 

The  boy  was  four  or  five  minutes  away.    During 
that  time  the  clergyman  talked  with  the  old  soldier 
aJid  It  was  noticeable  how,  in  a  moment  or  two.' 
tne  man  s  official  grimness  disappeared.    The  two 
were  en  rapport  at  once.    This  flexibility  of  mind 
and  richness  of  temperament   was  the  secret   of 
Father  Grogan's  great  influence  and  success  with 
everyone.    Once,  when  taxed  by  an  intimate  friend 
with  his  magnetism,  he  half  admitted  it.    "  Thanks 
be  to  God,"  he  had  said  with  half-humorous  ad- 
uS^ns!"""  '''  ""  ^^'^  '^°''  People-except 
■'  And  why  Unitarians  ?  "  the  friend  asked. 
'  They  seem  to  be  so— so  ludicrously  defective !  " 
Grogan  answered,  and  changed  the  subject. 

The  lad  returned  and  led  the  priest  up  the  broad 
stair.  Id  through  wide  silent  passages  to  the  door 
ot  bir  Arthur  Childe's  room,  which  was  marked 
PRIVATE  m  white  letters  on  one  of  the  panels 

Sir  Arthur,  m  whose  hands  the  whole  conduct 
ot  the  great  Census  then  proceeding  was  placed 
was  standing  in  the  middle  of  the  room 

He  was  a  smaU,  sUm  man,  wearing  a  pointed 
grty  beard  and  a  moustache  that  hid  the  mouth 
His  eyes  were  obscured  by  large  round  spectacles. 
Md  he  was  only  saved  from  insignificance  by  an 
abnormal  frontal  development.  The  ears  were 
set  far  back,  the  space  between  them  and  the  fore- 
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head  was  great,  the  whole  cranium  was  large  and 
massive. 

Sir  Arthur  was  the  most  famous  statist  of  his 
day.  "  The  King  of  Figures  "  he  was  called  in  a 
day  when  everyone  must  have  a  popular  nickname 
or  label,  and  though  few  people  realised  how  his 
work  and  researches  fed  the  poUtical  and  social 
machine,  his  name  was  vjry  generally  known — 
even  by  that  pitiable  dummy  the  "  Man  in  the 
Street." 

He  lived  in  Bedford  Square,  close  to  Mr.  Grogaa's 
parish,  was  one  of  his  wardens,  and  an  earnest 
Churchman. 

"  Here  you  are  then,"  he  said  with  a  quiet  smile. 
"  I've  got  an  hour  to  spare  now,  and  I  will  show 
you  everything.  This  is  my  own  room,  the  centre 
of  the  web  !  " 

The  clergyman  looked  round  him  with  great 
interest. 

The  room  was  large  and  lofty.  The  neutral- 
tinted  walls  were  covered  with  framed  maps  and 
diagrams  in  colour,  bars  of  red,  blue,  orange,  and 
green  diminishing  in  length  and  s-'ze,  intricate 
squares  of  aots  or  cross-hatching,  things  which 
suggested  enormous  parti-coloured  chess-boards. 

One  wall  was  entirely  taken  up  by  heavy  books, 
suggesting  ledgers.  At  one  side  of  the  room,  not 
far  from  the  huge  central  writing  table,  with  its 
papers  and  telephones,  stood  an  unusual  object. 
It  was  about  seven  feet  high,  half  screen,  half  frame. 
It  suggested — to  the  clergjonan — a  very  elaborate 
abacus,  that  contrivance  of  coloured  balls  running 
upon  wires  which  is  used  in  elementary  schools 
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to  teach  infants  the  essentials  of  arithmetic.  But 
m  this  case  there  were  balls  of  every  colour,  num- 
bered squares,  words  and  figures  that  suddenly 
made  then:  appearance  in  slots  like  the  indicator 
belongmg  to  a  series  of  electric  beUs,  a  great  dial 
with  a  ticking  pointer,  and  something  in  a  lone 
glass  tube,  something  hke  a  worm  that  crept 
slowly  upwards.  ^ 

The  floor  of  the  room  was  thickly  carpeted 
the  chairs  were  all  armchairs  and  padded  in  crimson 
leather.  Grogan  felt  glad  to  see  the  chairs.  They 
at  least  were  within  his  experience,  and  he  under- 
stood what  they  were  for. 

His  eye  feU  upon  the  writing  table.  Among 
the  papers  stood  a  vase  of  red-brown  Sumatra  ware 
and  m  It  a  few  taU  purple  irises  stood. 

The  priest  sank  into  a  chair  and  pointed  to  the 
flowers. 

"ril  acquit  you,"  he  said.  "Wizards  have 
nothing  to  do  with  flowers.  You  shall  not  be 
burnt  after  all !    But,  seriously,  what's  that  thing  ?  " 

He  pointed  to  the  great  abacus. 

"That;"  answered  the  statist,  "is  the  Hollerith 
mdicatmg  screen.  It  is,  ol  course,  American,  like 
nearly  eveiything  else  I  am  going  to  show  you 
to-night.  I  can't  explain  it  to  you  in  detail,  but 
briefly,  by  means  of  electricity  it  keeps  me  actuaUv 
abreast,  m  point  of  time,  of  all  the  figures  and 
statistics  that  are  being  gatherec^  and    tabulated 

Therl^"   ''""'^'"^'     ^*''    "^   ^y^'    ""    *°   'P^**^- 

T'e  walked  towards  the  screen.    A  Une  of  discs 

ted  changed  colour,  over  them  appeared  a  card. 
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punched  with  holes,  in  much  the  same  fashion  ai 
the  "  amount  of  your  purchase "  appears  in  the 
cash-machine  at  a  shop. 

"  Here's  an  illustration,"  Sir  Arthur  said.  "  For 
the  last  three  months,  out  of  every  i,ooo  marriages 
651  have  taken  place  in  church,  130  in  Noncon- 
formist chapels,  41  in  the  chapels  of  the  Italian 
mission,  and  170  in  registrars'  offices." 

The  clergyman's  eyes  were  wide.  "  Yes,  you  are  a 
wizard  indeed,  Childe,"  he  said.    "  I  was  quite  right." 

"  Oh,  that's  only  a  bye-issue,"  Sir  Arthur 
answered.  "  The  thing  is  registered  automatically. 
You'll  understand  better  about  it  in  a  moment." 

He  lit  a  cigarette  and  passed  the  box  over  to  his 
friend. 

"  Yes,"  he  said  dreamily.  "  The  work  of  the 
statist  has  something  of  the  poetry  and  glamour 
that  has  clustered  round  the  name  of  wizard  I 
Who  could  call  figures  dry  ?  We  are  occupied 
with  our  complex  percentages  and  ratios,  our  elec- 
tric machines  work  for  us — and  all  the  time  we  are 
telling  the  story  of  Humanity !  We  are  counting 
up  the  stories  of  failure  or  success,  registering 
hopeless  miseries  as  well  as  great  joys.  We  know 
how  many  happy  marriages  are  likely  to  end  in  the 
sordid  arcana  of  the  divorce  court,  we  can  predict 
with  some  certainty  how  many  people  will  raise 
up  strong  and  healthy  citizens  for  the  service  of 
their  country  and  their  God !  It  is  given  to  us  to 
know  who  fill  the  asylums  and  the  prisons,  and 
why ;  we  have  our  fingers  upon  the  pulse  of 
Mammon  himself,  and  we  can  say  to  how  many 
of  his  worshippers  he  will  be  kind,  to  how  many 
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turn  a  deaf  ear.  Our  work  docs  not  cease  with 
Death  Itself!  We  measure  God's  acre  and  know 
how  many  empi"  shells  await  their  souls  again  in 
every  crowded  yard  of  it.  More,  we  know  the  very 
price  and  material  of  the  casket  that  holds  their 
bones  I  'Is  there  nae  poetry  in  that?'  as  Sandy 
Mackay  said." 

Sir  Arthur  had  a  rich  though  quiet  voice,  tremu- 
lous \u  the  lower  register,  tremulous  with  feeling 
now.  For  this  man  of  figures  saw  everythi.ig 
sub  specie  aternitatis,  and  he  tabulated  the  things 
and  doings  of  this  world  with  a  vast  enthusiasm 
and  joy  because  he  saw  so  clearly  they  were  but 
preparatory  to  and  indicative  of  the  next. 

There  was  a  silence  when  he  had  made  an  end 
of  speakmg.  The  clergyman  who  had  long  known 
his  friend  as  an  earnest  Christian  and  a  sane  man 
of  the  world,  had  but  rarely  found  this  note  of 
poetry,  this  conception  of  vastness  and  the  epic 
proportions  of  modern  life  in  him.  In  the  quiet 
house  at  Bedford  Square  they  had  enjoyed  many 
talks  on  the  social  conditions  of  the  day— talks 
illuminated  and  made  valuable  by  the  statist's 
accurate  knowledge.  But  Father  Grogan  had  not 
before  seen  his  friend  at  the  helm  of  his  ship,  so  to 
speak,  and  had  perhaps  hardly  realised  the  mag- 
nitude, beauty,  or  importance  of  his  task. 

"  You  can  give  me  an  hour.  Sir  Arthur,  you  say  " 
Grogan  said  at  length.  "  It  is  very  good  of  you 
After  that,  if  it's  possible,  I  should  like  a  few  minutes 
with  Roland  Speke.  He  sent  me  a  note  to  say 
he  would  be  here  until  midnight.  You  know  I 
am  going  to  marry  him  to-moirow  f " 
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"I  know,"  Sir  Arthur  answered  with  a  kindly 
smile.  "He  has  a  month's  leave.  He's  worked 
splendidly.  He  is  the  ideal  secretary,  and  I'm 
very  fond  of  the  lad.  I  didn't  want  him  to  come 
to-night,  but  he  begged  to  be  allowed.  Nothing 
could  quiet  his  nerves  but  work,  he  said.  '  I  am 
so  happy,  sir,'  he  told  me,  '  that  if  I  go  on  thinking 
I  shall  be  worn  out  by  to-morrow.  Let  me  come  and 
work  ! '  I'll  ring  for  him  and  you  can  make  arrange- 
ments to  see  him  after  I've  shown  you  round." 

He  pressed  a  stud  upon  the  table.  In  a  minute 
the  door  opened  and  a  man  of  about  thirty  came 
)  He  was  of  medium  height,  firmly  built,  not 
"good-looking"  in  the  conventional  sense  of  an 
abused  word,  but  with  an  exceedingly  pleasant 
face.  His  hair  was  darkish  red,  his  forehead 
open  and  broad,  and  the  eyes,  sunk  a  little  in  the 
head,  and  to-night  with  dark  rings  under  them, 
were  steady  and  kind.  The  nose  was  large  and 
markedly  aquiline,  the  mouth  not  set  into  any 
visible  confirmation  of  character  as  yet,  but  with 
humour  latent  at  the  comers  of  it.  Wlien  he 
smiled,  as  he  smiled  now,  coming  up  to  the  priest 
with  outstretched  hand,  one  saw  that  he  had  a 
splendid  set  of  white  and  even  teeth. 

There  was  something  very  clean  and  wholesome 
about  Sir  Arthur's  secretary. 

"  Ah,  Roland,"  said  the  clergyman  ;  "  Sir  Arthur 
is  going  to  show  me  round  his  marvels.  After 
that,  about  half-past  ten  I  suppose  it  will  be,  I 
want  to  have  a  talk  with  you.  We  will  go  to  some 
restaurant  to  supper  and  celebrate  your  last  night 
Qi   bachelordonj   in   the   orthodox    fashion!    ft'5 
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months  since  I've  supped  in  a  restaurant  1    How 
will  that  do  ?  " 

WhUe  he  was  speaking  the  keen  eyes  were 
searching  the  younger  man's  face,  marking  the 
nervousness  that  was  lurking  there  beneath  the 
smile,  the  strain  of  crisis  in  the  honest  eyes.  The 
priest  knew  exactly  the  emotions  of  his  friend. 
He  was  psychologist  as  well  as  priest. 
_  "Oh,  thanks  very  much,"  Speke  answered. 
I  should  like  that  awfully.  My  room's  number  3 
—next  to  this.  Will  you  call  for  me  ? "  There 
was  a  note  of  relief  in  Speke's  voice.  He  had  felt 
the  need  of  some  strong  and  experienced  com- 
panionship on  this  night  of  nights.  He  had  come 
to  forget  himself  and  his  affairs  in  the  stir  and 
movement  of  the  office,  for  he  did  not  wish  to  be 
alone.  Father  Grogan's  proposal  fitted  in  exactly 
with  his  mood.  On  this  night  it  was  a  priest  that 
he  would  cliose  to  be  with,  on  the  vigU  of  such  a 
lieart-hallowing  sacrament. 

He  nodded  and  went  away.  His  heart  was  very 
full,  for  he  knew  that  the  priest,  his  friend  and 
confessor  of  years,  was  there  for  him,  to  give  him 
his  strong  hand  and  ghostly  counsel  for  the  changed 
and  unknown  future. 

The  two  older  men  watched  Speke  go  with  a 
kindly  smile. 

Then  they  looked  at  each  other  and  gave  a  half 
sigh.  They  had  made  experience  of  hfe ;  Sir 
Arthur  himself  had  been  married  for  a  year  in  the 
far  off  spring-time  of  his  soul.  They  knew  the 
truth  of  surgit  amari  aliquid,  and  that  perfect 
happiness  is  not  here  and  not  yet. 
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Sir  Arthur  was  the  first  to  break  the  meditative 
silence. 

"  Come,"  he  said,  "  I  am  going  to  show  you  the 
latest  marvel  of  the  age.  I  am  going  to  show  you 
how  we  are  counting  England  by  electricity ! " 
He  paused  for  i>.  moment  and  then  went  on,  in  a 
much  graver  tone. 

"  Of  course  all  I  tell  you  is  between  you  and  me 
alone.  The  world  will  know  of  it  soon  enough, 
the  Premier  and  one  or  two  members  of  the 
Cabinet  know  now.  As  hour  by  hour  the  macliines 
are  doing  their  work,  it  is  being  borne  in  upon  us 
that  a  terrible  shock  awaits  the  nation.  You  and 
I  have  talked  over  this  before  with  growing  anxiety 
and  fear.  Confirmation  awaits  our  fears.  Before 
we  go  into  the  counting  room  let  me  show  you 
this." 

He  took  a  long  thin  book  from  a  drawer  in  the 
writing  table  and  began  to  turn  over  the  leaves. 

"  Here,",  he  said,  "  are  some  of  the  Registrar- 
General's  figures  for  the  past  years.  Each  year 
as  the  return  is  issued  there  is  a  column  or  so  of 
half-hearted  analysis  in  the  press,  and  the  matter 
is  forgotten  for  another  year.  But  we  are  going 
to  wake  England  up !  The  cumulative  statistics 
of  years  will  burst  out  upon  the  public  conscious- 
ness in  one  solid  terrifying  fact.  The  pof-lation 
of  the  country  is  diminishing  at  a  rate  which  ts  u,inost 
incredible.  No  one  realises  it  as  yet.  In  less  than 
a  month  the  whole  world  will  know  with  what 
hideous  swiftness  England  is  sinking  into  decay." 

His  voice  trembled  with  emotion.  He  was  one 
of  those  citizens  in  whom  the  national  honour  and 
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welfare  «ere  a  religion.    He  loved  England  with 

sentiment  left  him  cold,  and  street-corner  patri^ism 
oiigusted  him.  But  the  strong,  hidden  love  of 
country  lay  lava-hot  deep  in  his  heart,  and  in  these 
latter  years,  as  he  came  to  be  the  one  mo  ;  who 
knew  the  accurate  and  indisputable  history  of  each 
flying  month,  he  saw  things  which  grieved  and 
saddened  him  with  that  terrible  grief  a  son  may 
feel  for  an  erring  mother. 

He  pulled  the  slim  volume   towards  him  and 
ran  his  fingeirs  down  the  pages. 

"From  1876  the  birth-rate  slowly  and  con- 
tmuously  declined  until  1903."  he  said.  "  I  won't 
give  you  mdividual  figures  of  the  years,  I  only  want 
to  impress  the  fact  upon  you.  In  1903  the  birth- 
rate  was  284  per  thousand  and  the  population 
close  on  thirty-three  and  a  half  miUions.  Last 
year,  m  1910,  the  birth-rate  was  i7-8." 
"  And  the  population  ?  " 

"  My  electrical  machines  are  counting  it  now 
Come  and  see  them  telling  the  inexorable  story 
of  England's  decadence." 

Sir  Arthur  led  the  way  out  of  the  room.  He 
w^ed  some  distance  down  a  passage  and  opened 
a  door. 

The  place  they  entered  was  a  long  hall. 

All  the  floor  space  was  taken  up  by  the  machines 
which  were  counting  and  tabulating  the  people  of 
England.  ^ 

"  Come  to  one  of  the  machines,"  said  Sir  Arthur 

and  I  will  explain  how  it's  done.    These  machines 

were  invented  by  an  American.  Herman  Hollerith, 
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and  the  eleventh  United  States  Census  was  taken 
by  them.  We  have  recently  adopted  them  here, 
llie  saving  oi  labour  is  inodculaUe,  the  gain  in 
accuracy  enormous.  One  hundred  of  these  machines 
with  100  trained  operators  could  count  the  whole 
population  of  the  world  in  a  year  I  " 

They  stopped  before  one  of  the  instruments. 
From  a  table  rose  a  high  box,  like  the  upright  part 
of  a  piano  from  keyboard  to  top,  though  consider- 
ably larger.  The  front  of  this  was  covered  with 
dials  like  dock  faces,  or  the  dial  upon  a  gas-meter. 
Indicating  needles  constantly  moved  round  the 
numbers  on  the  discs. 

In  front  of  the  screen,  and  standing  upon  the 
table  from  which  it  rose,  was  an  apparatus  that 
somewhat  resembled  a  hand  printing-press.  A 
man  stood  by  this  with  a  caH  in  his  hand.  He 
placed  it  in  the  press,  pullea  over  a  levw,  and 
inserted  another  card  with  automatic  precision, 
the  first  having  been  carried  away  by  the 
mechanism. 

This  is  what  Father  Grogan  saw,  comprehending 
nothing  of  it  save  that  the  dials  above  were  con- 
tinually registering  something  that  the  press  below 
had  taken  cognisance  of  in  some  mysterious  way. 

The  long  room  was  brilliantly  lit.  There  was  no 
sound  in  it  save  the  click  and  thud  of  the  presses 
as  the  operators  pulled  them  over.  No  one  talked. 
The  clergyman  was  reminded  of  a  long  shed  of 
hand-looms  he  had  once  seen  at  work  in  the  South 
of  France. 

Sir  Arthur  began  to  explain.  "The  principle 
of  the  work  is  this.    These  machines  have  the 
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power  ot  reading  written  cards  and  recording  the 
mformation  on  them.    You  see  this  card  ?    It  is 
3*  ,*?<*«• '>y  ^f  inches.    AU  you  see  is  a  piece  of 
mUI-board  pierced  with  a  great  many  holes.    What 
this  reaUy  is,  is  the  history  of  a  man's  life.    Thev 
are  prepared  from  the  census  papers  by  operators 
who  punch  the  holes  in  them  by  a  machinrsome- 
thmg  like  a  typewriter.    The  card  is  divided  into 
288  imaginary  spaces  each  a  quarter  ot  an  inch 
square.     Each    space    has  a  particular  value  or 
meaning     A  hole  here  "-he  indicated  the  spot  with 
a  thm  white  finger-"  means  the  person  belongs  to 
a  certain  age  group.    These  two  holes  teU  us  that 
this  man  is  a  grocer;    this  combination  here  telU 
us  he  IS  single.    A  trained  man  can  read  off  one 
of  these  cards  as  quickly  as  if  it  was  printed  in 
ordinary  type.    It's  only  the  substitution  of  one 
set  of  sy.nbols  for  another,  after  all. 

"Very  well,  then;  I'm  giving  you  the  whole 
thing  m  outline  merely.  We  have  our  forty  odd 
nuUion  of  these  cards.  Each  card  is  numbered 
The  machine  in  front  of  you  takes  these  cards 
from  these  millions  of  different  sources.  It  reads 
them,  groups,  divides,  classifies,  and  shows  the 
result  on  those  dials. 

"  Watch  this  operator.  He  puts  a  card  in  this 
press  and  pulls  down  the  handle.  Above  the  card 
are  a  number  of  sensitive  needles.  Those  that  find 
a  hole  pass  through  it  into  little  cups  of  mercury 
The  others  are  pressed  back.  This  close',  m  electric 
circuit  and  the  pointer  on  the  dial  a^ove  moves 
The  great  beauty  of  the  invention  is  that  it  counts 
a   combmation  of   things  at  the  same  time— age 
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and  sex,  for  instance,  various  occupation  groups, 
and  so  on.  There  is  practically  no  end  to  tiie 
combinations  of  the  machine.  All  the  long 
statistical  labour  of  comparison  and  tabulation 
that  was  once  necessary  before  any  social  fact 
could  be  got  at,  is  done  away  with.  The  electric 
current  will  tell  us  everything." 

They  watched  the  clicking,  glittering  things  with 
their  steel  and  brass  fittings,  their  mahogany  and 
vulcanite,  for  a  few  minutes  longer.  Then,  turning 
away,  they  went  back  to  Sir  Arthur's  room. 

He  glanced  at  the  indicating  screen  as  he  came 
up  to  it,  and  sighed  deeply.  "  Every  hour  shows 
me  how  my  fears  are  justified,"  he  said. 
"  England  is  committing  racial  suicide.  There  is 
no  more  to  be  said.  One  must  just  put  it  plainly 
without  heroics." 

"  There  will  be  a  great  awakening  when  you 
publish  your  results  to  the  world." 

"  Yes,  but  how  long  will  it  last  ?  Will  it  make 
the  individual  realise  his  or  her  duty  ?    I  fear  not." 

The  clergyman  began  to  pace  up  and  down  the 
room. 

"  There  is  not  a  parish  priest  of  experience  in 
England,"  he  said,  "  who  is  not  now  awake  to  the 
fact  that  women  are  refusing  motherhood.  Diocesan 
conferences  are  being  held  everywhere  to  discuss 
these  questions.  Marriage  is  being  regarded  more 
and  more  as  a  mere  temporal  arrangement  for 
mutual  convenience.  The  State  by  its  Divorce 
laws,  and  the  lack  of  an  individual  sense  of  sacred 
responsibility  sapping  marrif'^e  from  within,  are 
destroying  the  English  Home.    And  if  that  goes, 
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ll^r^ff^'r  'il^'f  *"■  ^"^  "^""^  ™"«t  surely  perish 
v-'.r.  !t  God's  laws  in  the  material  univer^  a« 
.nexoraou:  m  their  operation,  and  they  arlno  l7s 
■"q  l^tw""  °'  '"°'-^^-    And  thL  si^S 

ifiio:s:«:f.^hirss^^-"--^. 

rii^r^t^S-n^^^'Si^-i 

.s  one  of  the  greatest  chances  the  Chur  h  ha  'had 

tion  that  England  can  be  saved.  And  if-when  I 
publish  to  England  the  truth  of  vvha  Endand 
IS  domg-if  the  Church  stands  up  and  speak!  o^t 

"  AlJeadv'^'irr  '^'  '"  'y'"  '^'  P"^^  ^»^^ered. 

Already  a  great  movement  is  afoot.    The  minds 

of  the  clergy  are  stirred  and  troubled.    Eve^Se 

Decause  they  are  refusmg  the  duties  and  resoonsi- 

House  with  this  weight  upon  their  conscience 
The  time  is  at  hand,  I  see  it  clearly.  We  must  all 
nse   and   work   together.    And   now,   my   friend 

science,  and  they  have  but  laid  bare  the  cankor 

SrS    •,    !"*  ?'*  ^''"^^'^  that  the  Church  will 
not  be  silent.    I  must  call  for  Roland  now     To 

Peto   «  G  d'  "*"^   ""  ''"^y  estate"TimsS 
He  pressed  the  statist's  hand. 
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Both  men's  faces  were  furrowed  with  thought 
and  »ery  grave. 

The  clergyman  called  for  Roland  Speke,  and 
together  they  went  out  into  Kingsway. 

Once,  as  they  walked  towards  the  Strand,  Father 
Grogan  turned  and  looked  back  at  the  great  building 
with  its  lighted  wiudows.  The  thud  and  click  of 
the  relentless  machines  hummed  in  his  brain  still. 

He  felt  as  if  he  had  been  below  the  surface,  the 
gay  and  alluring  surface  of  life,  had  seen  the  rotting 
piles  on  which  a  splendid  edifice  is  reared — as  one 
may  see  the  rotting  timbers  beneath  the  houses 
of  La  Guidecca  at  Venice. 

He  had  long  known  the  state  of  the  country, 
but  it  had  never  come  home  to  him  with  such 
cumulative  force  as  on  that  evening.  Doctors  and 
priests — tLese  are  the  men  who  know  the  Truths 
of  human  life  to-day — and  he  knew  them. 

But  he  was  an  imaginative  man  with  a  touch 
of  the  artist  in  him,  and  the  dispassionate  machines 
that  gleamed  in  the  long  hall,  the  unknown  fluid 
of  electricity  which  men  had  tamed  but  never  seen, 
appealed  to  the  artistic  side  of  him  with  sinister 
and  symbolic  force. 

It  was  not  until  they  had  turned  into  the  roaring 
Strand  that  he  shook  his  mind  fiee  of  its  uneasiness, 
and  turned  to  the  young  man  at  his  side. 

They  passed  by  St.  Mary's  Church,  stark  and 
unlit  in  the  roar  and  radiance  of  London's  most 
characteristic  and  astonishing  Street.  The  church 
and  the  dark  facade  of  Somerset  House  seemed 
the  only  things  aloof  and  remote  from  the  stir  and 
radiance. 
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Speke  pointed  to  the  tower. 

"  In  listening  mood,  she  seemed  to  stand. 
The  guardian  Naiad  of  the  Strand !  " 

he  quoted  laughing.  "Now  where  shaU  we  go 
to  sup  ?  We  can't  go  to  any  very  swagger  place, 
because  we  are  not  in  evening  clothes.  But  I  know 
a  Uttle  ItaUan  place  not  far  away,  just  past  the 
Tivoli,  where  we  can  be  quiet." 

"  Where  you  will,  my  dear  boy,"  he  said,  "  I  am 
quite  Ignorant  of  these  haunts.  But  let  it  be  where 
we  can  be  quiet  certainly." 

"This  is  just  the  place,"  Speke  said.    "Some 
years  ago,  when  I  first  came  to  London,  I  made  a 
study  of  the  Strand.    I  was  curious  about  all  forms 
of  hfe  here.    I  wanted  to  get  beneath  the  surface 
If  I  could.    I  be-'an  with  the  Strand— and  I  made 
^0  more  experiments.    Behind  the  ghttering  fronts 
1  these  bars  and  theatres  every  form  of  villainy 
despair,   and  gross  materiahsm  lurk.    The  street 
IS  a  home  to  hundreds  of  men  and  women,  actors 
bookmakers,    and    far    worse.     The    weU-dressed 
criminal  moves  in  and  out  of  these  places  ;  the  fast 
young  man  of  the  middle-class  finds  his  first  scraggy 
morsel  of  hfe  here,  and  often  his  death  and  ruin 
too." 

He  spoke  seriously,  and  his  words  had  a  ring  of 
conviction  in  them.  The  clergyman  was  momen- 
tanly  distressed.  He  had  been  too  much  with 
undercurrents  on  that  night. 

"It  js  something  the  same  in  my  parish,"  he 
said.  "It  is  a  place  where  young  men  live  who 
are  engaged  in  business  and  have  no  real  home 
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But  do  not  strike  a  harsh  note  to-night.  If  the 
Strand  is  all  this,  rise  up  awestruck  and  cling  closer 
to  God  1 " 

They  turned  into  the  restaurant  of  which  Speke 
had  spoken. 

It  was  a  long,  low  room,  with  an  avenue  of  little 
tables  on  which  the  silver  and  napery  gleamed 
brightly.  A  dark-haired  foreign  dame,  who  sat 
behind  a  little  counter  at  the  door,  smiled  at  the 
two  men  as  they  entered. 

They  found  a  table  in  an  alcov  halfway  down 
the  room.  It  was  a  table  made  for  two  people, 
like  many  others  in  this  discreet  and  comfortable 
place. 

From  where  they  sat  they  could  see  the  entrance 
door  which  led  into  the  Strand.  An  arc-lamp 
hung  outside  the  restaurant,  and  its  brilliant  steel- 
blue  hght  fiUed  the  space  of  glass  framed  by  the 
door  with  radiance.  The  upper  panels  were  of 
plain  glass,  and  the  two  friends  could  see  heads 
and  shoulders  passing.  There  was  an  odd  sense 
that  one  was  looking  at  a  show.  The  pleasure- 
pilgrims  were  coming  from  the  theatres  and  flowed 
past  unceasingly.  All  ranks  of  Ufe,  every  state  of 
fortune,  went  slowly  or  swiftly  across  the  Uttle 
stage.  And  among  this  crowd  with  regular  recur- 
rence, every  two  minutes  -^r  so,  came  a  great  black 
hat  with  a  red  feather.  It  moved  slowly  among 
the  people— papillon  de  twit. 

The  waiter  brought  them  some  soup.  As  he 
left  the  table  the  hat  passed  once  more 

Father  Grogan  sighed. 

Again  on  this  eventful  night  he  was  reminded 
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of  what  the  gentle  recluse  at  Oxford  called  "  The 
great  stream  of  human  tears  which  are  for  ever 
falling  through  the  shadows  of  the  world  " 

"And  now  my  dear  friend,"  he  said,  tuuimg 
to  Speke,  I  have  something  to  say  to  you  about 
the  hfe  on  which  you  are  entering.  You  will  bear 
with  me  for  a  moment,  won't  yor  ?  " 

His  voice  was  gentle,  rather '  wistful  indeed. 
Roland  was  rather  troubled  by  the  note  that  had 
come  into  it. 

"For  four  years  now,  Father,"  he  said,   "you 
have  known  aU  about  my  Ufa.    I  owe  my  present 
attitude  towards  hfe  to  you.    Say  anything  to  me." 
You  are  going  to  marry  a  good  and  sweet  girl  " 
the    priest    answered.      "I    know    that    you    are 
approachmg  this  sacrament— for  marriage  is  that— 
in  a  spmt  of  awe  and  reverence.    Your  love  for 
Gertrude  is  deep  and  strong.    If  you  hve  your 
married  life  worthily  it  will  be  a  thing  so  blessed 
and  beautiful  that  all  your  anticipations  of  it- 
and  you  have  told  me  of  them,  you  know— will  be 
poor  things  beside  the  reahty.     You  'vill  be  able 
to  say  what  Schiller  said  after  his  marriage-' Life 
1^  qmte  a  different  thing  by  the  side  of  a  beloved 
wi  3.    Beautiful  Nature  I    I  now  for  the  first  time 
fuUy  enjoy  and  Uve  in  it.'    But  remember,  Roland. 
tHat  there  are  temptations  in  married  life  that  you 
know  nothing  of." 

Speke  half  smiled.  "Goodness  knows  I  don't 
underrate  the  force  of  temptation,"  he  said.  "  I've 
made  far  too  many  mistakes,  and  worse,  to  do  that 
But  with  Gertrude  I  shaU  be  utterly  and  com- 
pletely happy.    You  cannot  think  that  any  outside 
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influences  could  ever  rome  between  us  ?  You  don't 
know  what  we  are  to  each  other.  The  mere  thought 
of  such  a  possibility  seems  a  desecration." 

"That  isn't  what  I  mean,"  Father  Grogan 
answered.  "  I  have  no  fear  for  you  or  her  in  that 
sense.  Let  me  put  my  views  to  you  as  simply  as 
I  can.  '  Poor  old  Grogan,'  you'll  say  to  yourself, 
'  he's  always  preaching.'  Well,  I  shan't  mind  that 
if  you'll  listen  to  me  for  a  minute.  Now  I  know, 
I'm  quite  certain,  that  you  take  the  higher  view 
of  marriage  instead  of  the  vulgar  and  carnal  con- 
ception of  it,  which  is  so  common  in  this  sense- 
bound  age.  Yet  none  of  us  ought  to  forget  that 
man  is  a  sexual  animal.  Sense  says  so,  quite 
independent  of  religion.  Scripture  confirms  it— 
'  male  and  female  created  He  them.'  '  Be  fruitful 
and  multiply'  was  said  of  man  in  Paradise  re- 
member. But  we  are  not  mere  animals.  A  man 
is  a  spirit  manifesting  himself  in  animal  form. 
The  law  of  life  is  that  spirit  controls  and  matter 
obeys.  Spirit  wills,  and  matter  expresses  that 
will.  But,  mind  you,  the  flesh  is  not  merely  the 
slave  of  the  spirit,  as  the  ascetic  wants  one  to  be- 
heve,  it  is  the  symbol." 

"  I  tliink  I  see  your  view.  You  want  to  say 
that  one  shouldn't  feel  that  natural  and  human 
love  should  in  any  way  make  us  feel  that  we  are 
further  from  God." 

"  Exactly.  I  discern  ?.  tendency  in  many  priests, 
a  tendency  which  I  personally  greatly  deplore,  to 
teach  that  cehbacy  is  a  higher  state  than  marriage. 
It  is  a  danger  in  the  revival  of  Catholicism  within 
the  English  Church.    It's  purely  a  Roman  doctrine. 
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and — as  I  see  it — a  dangerous  heresy  for  us.  I 
believe  that  a  married  priest  is  a  better  and  happier 
man  than  an  unmarried  priest,  just  as  I  believe 
that  a  married  man  is  happier  and  worthier  than 
a  bachelor." 

"  Yes,  Father.  But  you  need  hardly  insist 
upon  that  to  me  I    I  believe  it  so  thoroughly  !  " 

"  But  I  have  more  to  say,  Roland.  Believing 
as  I  do  that  desires  which  good  but  mistaken  men 
call  carnal  are  tnily  most  spiritual  and  most  beloved 
of  our  Lord — does  He  not  sometimes  work  a 
miracle  and  join  us  to  the  one  woman  we  are  meant 
to  love  ? — I  want  to  warn  you." 

The  priest's  voice  became  increasingly  grave.  The 
waiter  bustled  up  with  an  omelette.  Mr.  Grogan 
left  his  portion  untasted  and  went  on  speaking. 

"  You  are  a  man,"  he  said,  "  but  you  are  also  a 
Christian.  You  live  the  Christian's  hfe,  sustained 
and  helped  by  the  sacraments  of  the  Church.  Now, 
Christian  marriage,  in  common  with  all  Christian 
thinp,  has  in  it  the  law  of  self-denial  and  self- 
conquest.  That  is  the  Apostohc  view  of  it.  It 
is  to  be  'in  the  Lord.'  It  is  only  'in  the  Lord' 
that  it  is  permitted  to  the  Christian." 

"  All  this,"  answered  the  young  man,  "  has  been 
often  in  my  mind." 

"  Then  it  is  easier  for  me  to  say  what  is  in  mine. 
To-morrow  morning,  dear  lad,  it  will  be  my  joy  to 
make  you  and  Gertrude  one.  I  shall  read  the 
beautiful  service  of  the  Church  to  you  both.  And 
as  I  begin  I  shall  say  this,  '  First  it  was  ordained 
for  the  procreation  of  children,  to  be  brought  up 
in  the  fear  and  nurture  of  the  Lord,  and  to  the 
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praise  of  His  holy  name.'  Now  you  are  not  a  rich 
man.  You  and  your  wife  will  have  but  a  moc  srate 
income  for  some  years.  If  it  is  God's  will  you  will 
be  blessed  with  children.  All  over  England  there 
are  yoimg  men  in  your  position.  A  family  may 
increase  and  income  may  not  increase.  The  burden 
may  be  very  heavy,  heavier  you  may  think  than 
you  can  bear,  heavier  than  you  need  be  called  upon 
to  bear.  If  ever  you  think  that,  remember  that 
it  is  an  evil  and  a  wicked  thought.  Shun  it,  fly 
from  it.  England  has  been  thinking  that  thought, 
and  I  hear  to-night  from  Sir  Arthur  of  England's 
decadence.  '  Self-reverence,  self-knowledge,  self- 
control,'  the  Englishman  should  find  in  himself 
and  display  it  to  his  wife.  The  Scriptures  are 
everywhere  absolutely  clear  as  to  the  end  of  marriage. 
God's  condemnation  is  express  against  the  per- 
version of  it — '  the  Lord  slew  him.'  St.  Paul 
writes  that  '  women  marry  and  bear  children.' 
It  is  your  duty  as  a  citizen  and  as  a  Christian  to 
take  no  part  in  specious  modem  theories^  Shallow 
economists  may  mouth  Malthus  to  fools  and  men 
who  wish  to  drug  their  consciences.  Many  honest 
and  worthy  men — as  the  world  and  society  count 
honesty  and  worth — would  hear  what  I  am  saying 
with  amazement,  call  me  fanatic  and  bigot.  When- 
ever anything  of  the  sort  comes  your  way — if 
it  ever  should — do  one  thing.  Think  of  the  In- 
carnation and  what  it  means  I  That  is  all.  In  the 
blinding  glory  of  that  thought  no  evil  purposes  or 
ideas  can  live.  How  simple  it  is.  Yet  how 
absolutely  sure  !  Roland,  let  your  union  be  spiritual 
and  timeless,  pure,  m^terious,  and  eternal  I    Let 
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it  be  for  you  and  your  love  the  highest  of  all  human 
states,  for  it  is  the  most  symbolic  of  them  The 
highest  state  of  a  man  is  the  state  in  which  he  can 
know  most  of  God  and  do  most  for  Him.  And  that 
state  IS  the  marriage  state  I  " 

His  voice  dropped,  though  it  had  never  been 
more  than  half  raised. 

As  he  made  an  end  of  speaking,  his  hand  was 
on  Roland  s  arm,  the  worn  face  was  turned  to  him 
m  tremulous  appeal,  the  eyes  were  fiery  in  their 
earnestness  and  the  fire  shone  through  a  mist  of 
unshed  tears. 

The  young  man  was  profoundly  touched  and 
moved. 

The  delicacy  and  reticence  of  the  clergyman's 
words  were  informed  with  an  utter  conviction  aud 
an  enthusiasm  which  sank  deep  into  heart  and 
mmd.  The  priest  spoke  of  marriage  as  Speke  had 
never  heard  anyone  else  speak  of  it.  There  was  a 
true  and  virile  love  for  human  event  in  his  words 
mingled  with  a  pure  and  lofty  aspiration  before 
^vhlch  aJl  that  was  earthy  and  mundane  faded  away. 

If  only  all  clergymen  were  like  this ! 

If  only  those  who  were  good  and  saintly  realised 
that  this  world  was.  that  the  "  visible  world 
existed  no  less  than  the  unseen  and  spiritual 
world,  that  the  two  could  not  be  separPted,  that 
they  were  one.  Where  had  this  man  and  priest 
learned  this  gracious  lesson  ?  Had  he  also  loved  ' 
Was  there  a  human  romance  in  his  past,  that  he 
could  enter  into  the  solemn  and  exalted  thoughts 

I  ^^,  r'^v*^"^  ^^^  y°""«  ™«>'''  brain  in  this 
VigU  ?    The  answer  came  to  the  bride|room  in  a 
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flash,  came  in  Grogan's  own  words — he  saw  life 
and  all  it  held  in  the  light  of  the  great  Central  Fact 
of  the  Incarnation. 

Yes  I  there  was  no  wisdom  like  that  wisdom. 

Again  the  swarthy  foreign  waiter  came  up  to  the 
table.  He  removed  the  untasted  course  with  a  grunt 
of  dissatisfaction,  jealous  for  the  honour  of  the  house. 

He  brought  them  a  sole — au  vin  blanc. 

Perhaps  a  less  well-balanced  nature  than  Roland's 
would  have  got  up  and  left  the  restaurant.  His 
brain  was  full  of  the  rush  and  swirl  of  high  thoughts. 
The  hero  of  romance  and  not  of  fact  would  have 
"  waved  the  di«h  away." 

Mr.  Grogan  and  Roland  Speke  were  not  heroes 
of  romance.  Their  talk  was  over,  its  force  and 
meaning  were  vividly  with  them  both  and  were  to 
remain  with  them. 

But  both  were  hungry  and  both  had  plenty  of 
common-sense.  Both,  moreover,  were  men  who 
realised  that  it  is  in  the  harmony  of  function, wisdom 
lies. 

This  is  a  great  Truth. 

They  began  to  make  an  excellent,  supper  and 
both  praised  the  cook  and  enjoyed  the  modest 
flask  of  Montepulciano  the  waiter  brought  them. 
Both  were  better  men  for  the  meal,  and  when  they 
parted  outside  the  restaurant  mind  and  body  were 
in  tune. 

All  Ding  ein  Weil  I 

"  Till  to-morrow,  and  God  bless  you  !  " 

Roland  stood  still  for  a  moment,  watching  the 
massive  black  figure  passing  away  through  the 
crowd. 
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It  was  larger  and  taUer  than  tlie  others  amopR 
which  It  walked.  The  watcher  was  struck  with  a 
sudden  wonder  at  the  thought  of  how  much  power, 
force  and  influence  can  be  stored  up  in  this  mass 
of  salts,  phosphates,  and  water  we  call  the  body 

"The  Temple  of  the  Holy  Spirit,"  he  murmured 
to  himself. 

Then  he  turned  and  began  his  walk  to  West- 
mmster  and  his  cliambers  there. 

He  turned  into  ParUament  Street,  and  met  a 
cool  breeze  coming  up  from  the  river.  The  great 
wide  spaces  opposite  WhitehaU  and  the  Horse 
Guards  were  swept  and  clean.  Few  people  moved 
there,  and  the  spacious  street,  with  its  fine  buildings 
under  an  unobscured  and  starlit  sky,  harmonised 
with  the  solemnity  of  the  young  man's  thoughts. 

How  many  thousands  of  times  had  walked 
up  this  highway  in  the  mornings  when  the  sun 
gilded  the  breast-plates  of  the  mounted  sentries 
and  the  throats  of  the  pigeons  were  irridescent— 
how  many  times  gone  home  at  evening  to  see  the 
Abbey  stark  and  grim  against  a  sky  lurid  with  the 
hghts  of  Vauxhall,  while  the  electric  torch  of  Parlia- 
ment flared  above  Big  Ben. 

And  now  he  was  going  home  to  College  Street 
for  the  very  last  time,  the  last  time  of  all. 

There  is  always  sadness  in  fareweU,  whatever 
may  be  the  delectable  country  to  which  we  are  to 
journey.  Roland  knew  a  slight  and  not  unpleasing 
melancholy  as  he  turned  into  the  network  of  quiet 
streets  behind  Dean's  Yard. 

He  came  to  his  bachelor  home  at  last.  In  the 
I'ght  of  the  few  gas  lamps  the  old  red  brick  houses 
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siciiied  friendly  and  inexpressibly  familiar.  The 
high  stone  wall  opirasite  that  bounded  the  Abbey 
precincts  was  crowned  with  the  green  of  trees. 
The  roar  of  London  here  faded  into  a  soothing 
sound  like  the  bourdon  note  of  a  distant  organ. 

High  above,  a  towering  presence,  felt  ratlicr  than 
seen,  the  great  Church  tliat  Edgar  built  and  Edward 
the  saintly  king  made  more  glorious,  hung  in  tlic 
air.  It  seemed  to  radiate  peace  and  confidence. 
Even  in  tliat  restless  modern  year  the  dwellers 
under  the  shadow  of  the  Abbey  knew  the  meaning 
of  sanctuary. 

Roland  let  liimseli  into  his  house  with  his  key 
and  went  up  to  his  two  rooms  on  the  first  floor. 

The  gas  was  lit  but  was  turned  low.  He  pulled 
the  chain  and  in  the  brilliant  light  from  the  in- 
candescent globe  surveyed  the  room. 

The  pictures  -Afere  all  taken  down  from  the 
panelled  walls.  All  his  own  things,  his  personalia, 
Iiad  gone.  The  room,  denuded  of  all  that  had 
made  it  "  home  "  for  five  years,  was  gaunt  and 
inhospitable.  Corded  trunks  and  packing-case-, 
stood  against  the  wall.  They  were  labelled  with 
his  new  address  at  Bedford  Park,  where  he  had  taken 
a  house.  To-morrow  a  van  would  come  to  remove 
them,  and  his  sister  Margaret  would  install  these 
Lares  and  Penates  in  the  new  home  while  he  was 
away  at  Ilfracombe  wiih  his  bride. 

Nothing  was  left  in  the  chambers  but  the  tables, 
chairs  and  sofas  belonging  to  Mrs.  Buscall,  the 
woman  who  let  the  chambers. 

The  table  was  spread  for  supper.  A  cold  chicken 
and  salad  stocxl  upon  it.    There  was  a  bowl  full 
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kindly  folk  o    the  house  were  making  thd    li   L 
endeavour  of  farewell. 
Footsteps  sounded  on  the  landing  outside.    S.,„,o. 

Hho  looked  after  the  three  bachelors  who  hveS 
in  the  house,  entered. 
William's  evening  clothes,  which  the  custom 
f^"-  27  obliged  him  to  wear  after  six  o'cock 
"t-re  shabby.  His  face  was  shabby  a|.  o  and  Ws 
eyes  were  blc^y.  He  was  a  worn  old  ^rvito^ 
no  too  honest,  but  he  had  been  Mrs.  Sail's 
butler  for  many  years.  ^"^cau  s 

cen)ll"n""  ^^"^  *'"!'  ""^"y  6'=""'»tion»  of  young 
wkl  a  e"  thT  '^^  ""  ''""'  '7.  He  came  in  nol 
veij  much  ""  '"  '"^  '"^"'^^  •^^  h-^  *hook 
"I  made  so  bold.  Mr.  Speke,"  he  said,  "as  to 
!Z^^r^  —  if  you'll  .av;irs*^ 

He  opened  the  case  and  took  out  a  curved  briar 
Pipe.     He  could  not  look  Roland  in  the  face  and 

break  Se  th?  "  ^"'""  ^""^  ^^'^'<^''  ^^"'^  "eve 
if,  hi    u      I"'  °"^''^'y  putty-fixed  bone  screws. 

s  block-amber,  sir,  the  mouf-piece.  I,  I-cTd 
Wess  you,  sir,  and  your  missus." 

He  dropped  the  pipe  into  the  salad  and  left  the 
room  hm-nedly,  snorting  in  his  grief 

in  wflff  rr*"^^'^^-  ^'"-  there  was  pathos 
who  h^  ;  ,  ^u-  P***""''"  ^"''  ^^"ered  old  fellow 
^o  had  stolen  his  whiskey  and  forgotten  to  post 
his  letters  for  years  made  a  hnk  ^th  the  pVst 
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Poor  dear  old  William!    William  cared  for  him 
it  seemed  then ! 

Five  years — that  was  a  great  space  in  a  man's 
life.  For  five  years  he  had  lived  happily  and 
quietly  in  these  old  rooms. 

Rye,  the  barrister  on  the  ground  floor,  had  been 
there  four  years  ;  St.  Ruth,  the  gallery-man  for  the 
Central  News,  had  lived  above  him  for  six.  Speke 
let  his  brain  go  back  in  reverie  over  his  past  hfe. 
He  was  an  Oxford  man,  a  typical  undistinguished 
happy  son  of  the  University.  His  father  was  a 
clergyman  in  the  North  of  England,  who  had 
married  the  daughter  of  a  country  gentleman  with 
a  small  income  of  her  own. 

Roland  had  been  in  the  sixth  at  Marlborough, 
and  had  gone  up  to  Pembroke.  He  had  been  in 
his  college  Rugby  team,  had  taken  pass  mods 
and  just  managed  a  tliird  in  "greats."  His  hfe 
was  the  ordinary  decent  undergraduate's  hfe.  He 
had  been  in  no  special  set.  He  had  known  neither 
fast  men  nor  smugs.  Members  of  the  BuUingdon, 
or  the  type  of  person  who  preaches  at  the  Martyrs' 
Memorial  on  Sunday  evenings,  had  been  aUke 
alien  from  his  O.xford  life.  Like  most  Oxford  men 
who  are  not  extremely  brilliant  or  markedly  vicious, 
he  had  developed  late.  When  he  had  laken  his 
degree,  he  was  still  a  schoolboy  in  heart. 

His  father  had  died  when  he  was  twenty.  Mrs. 
Speke  had  gone  to  live  in  the  sleepy  and  restful 
little  town  of  Lynton.  She  was  a  Devonshire 
woman  and  had  some  property  near  Exmoor. 
When  her  husband  died  her  old  impulse  in  her  blood 
asserted  itself,  and  she  left  the  grim  and  busy 
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movement  of  Lancashire  for  the  unforgotten  Coombes 
of  her  youth  the  vaUey  where  the  waters  meeT 
and  the  purple  heights  of  the  moor  above 

Shn.?^,,  }^^,  T'-  ^^^  *"  ^  student  at  the 
I?vi  ^h  K  °*''  °*  ,**"'''•  ^'^  -J^ringtenn  time  she 

Mr     bJ^"^^'  '^^  """^^  Lennox  Gardens. 

Mr.    Basil   Speke.    the    uncle    of    Roland    and 
Margaret  was  a  younger  brother  of  the  Rev.  Roland 
S       t   Lancashire    clergyman.     He    was    a 
bamster  who  had  not  long  taken  silk,  and  had  got 
over   that  penod   of  diminution   of  income   ^d 
anxiety  that  often  comes  to  the  weU-known  junTor 
who  aspires  to  the  sometimes,  rather  barren  dignity 
0  a  King's  Comisel     He  was  married  to  the  seTond 
daughter  of  an  Irish  peer,  had  one  son.  now  at 
Harrow  and  about  fifteen  years  old.  and  Uved  his  life 
among  iniportant  people  from  a  social  point  of  view 
^^    '  o  Y^  fl""«  ^  faniiliar  figure  in  London  life.' 
When  Roand  came  down  from  Oxford  it  was 
his  uncle's  influence  that  had  procured  him  the 

w.  *"\.*t  ^'"'^  ^'^'  *hich  had  eventually 
led  to  his  becoming  Sir  Arthur  Childe's  secretary 

n,,ir%  *1f"'*^',/^'  *  *=y^<=^  ^"<1  cool-headed 
man  of  the  world,  without,  one  would  have  sup- 
posed very  many  human  affections.  But  he  had 
been  kind  to  Roland  and  Roland's  sister.    Both 

,Tnr7..rl~"'v  v.^""""''  ^"'^^"*'  ^"'J  through  his 
uncles  hospitality,  in  the  first  instance.  Roland 
knew  many  important  people  and  some  good  houses 
were  open  to  him.  ^ 

oi^^i^'"'  "^^""^  ^'  "''Phew  to  get  on.  Nice 
firls  with  some  money  of  their  own  were  asked  to 
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Lennox  Gardens.  Not  the  nicest  girls  of  all— the 
prettiest  girls — a  private  secretary  could  hardly 
aspire  to  those.  But  those  girls  whose  fate  it  is 
to  see  their  more  comely  sisters  married  speedily, 
and  for  whom  a  well-bred  and  decent  young  man 
like  Roland  Speke  is  "  just  the  thing  "—girls  about 
whom  their  mothers  say,  "  I  have  every  confidence 
in  Roland ;  he  is  a  thoroughly  good  fellow  and  an 
ideal  husband  for  poor  dear  Violet." 

Roland  had  developed  late.  His  development  dated 
from  a  time  on  which  he  was  kept  very  late  at  Sir 
Arthur's  house  in  Bedford  Square.  He  had  stayed 
the  night  with  his  chief.  The  next  day  was  a  Sunday. 
An  hour  or  two  of  work  still  remained  to  be  done. 
"I  am  going  to  church,"  Sir  Arthur  had  said, 
"at  Saint  Paul's,  you  know,  and  afterwards  the 
vicar.  Father  Grogan,  is  coming  to  lunch.  We  can 
finish  our  work  in  the  afternoon.  Will  you  come 
to  church,  too  ?  " 

Roland  had  never  been  what  is  called  an  "  irre- 
ligious" man.  At  Oxford,  of  course,  he  had  met 
several  young  donkeys  who  talked  cheap  Atheism 
and  were  extremely  proud  of  their  ability  to  be  rude 
to  God  !  But,  having  an  observant  eye,  he  realised 
that  nearly  all  the  young  men  who  talked  hke  this 
were  doing  something  they  ought  not  to  do,  and 
were  too  fond  of  to  give  up.  There  was  a  raison 
d'etre  for  their  attitude  at  once. 

And  he  looked  round  upon  the  intellectual  people 
of  his  own  age— no  less  than  the  intellectual  people 
of  other  ages.  It  was  a  survey  which  made  him 
reflect.  Take  any  group  he  liked— N«wman, 
Mr.  Gladstone,  Lord  Salisbury,  Browning,  Pusey, 
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Keble  Lord  Roberts  the  soldier.  Sir  Henry  Hawkins 
the  judge   Pope  Leo,  Mary  Anderson  0,7  acS 

deh^ded  and  Jp    H 'was^St  foTSr 
time  he  reaUy  i::,ew'^"hVXt  rtLS  'Te 

ssiti^rhV^ToSe^ins^^^^^^^ 

didn't  realise  it-what  he  pronus^^  Sm^:;  waf  fhat 
ItTs  1;'    ■  M       "/  '^'""S"'^  *»  the  majority. 

theexception  to  an  observed  order    H»  J^  1  u   ; 

in  private.  soon^fterliS  '  In  six  I^rS 
became  a  regular  attendant  at  St    Ss  and  f 
man  who.  quite  openly  and  simply,  tried  to  rebate 
his  hfe  accordmg  to  the  rules  of  the  Faith  InH  f^ 
commands  of  God,  **^*"  *"**  **** 
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Of  course  he  often  failed.  He  was  always  failing. 
To  be  a  Christian  is  the  greatest  of  the  arts  and  the 
most  difficult  also.    But  he  went  on  trying. 

He  no  longer  spoke  of  "  Christ,"  or  "  The  Christ," 
as  the  arrogant,  the  timid,  and  the  ashamed  speak. 
He  said  "Our  Lord."  This  is  a  trifle,  possibly, 
but  it  is  also  a  badge. 

He  hved  more  happily  than  before.  There  was 
more  enjoyment  in  everything.  He  had  fallen 
into  Grogan's  hands,  and  Grogan  held  with  Kingsley 
that  this  is  God's  worid  and  not  the  Devil's.  "  The 
cloister,  and  the  cloistered  mind,"  he  said,  "are 
not  worthy  of  a  strong  man.  Live  your  life,  enjoy 
it.  The  Christian  philosophy  is  the  highest 
hedonism.  Carry  the  thought  and  consciousness 
of  the  Incarnation  with  you,  don't  shut  yourself 
up  with  it.  The  Puritan  and  the  Romisb  monks 
are  not  strong.  They  are  epicene  even— at  least 
that's  how  I  look  at  it.  You  are  an  Englishman. 
The  EngUsh  temperament  is  not  the  temperament 
of  the  recluse.  Keep  to  your  national  habit  of 
mind.  A  sensible  man,  when  he  goes  abroad, 
always  drinks  the  beverage  and  smokes  the  tobacco 
of  the  country  in  which  he  is.  Racial  experience 
has  shown  that  these  are  fitted  to  the  dimate  and 
environment.  An  English  doctor  once  told  me  that 
lots  of  people  came  back  ill  from  the  Continent 
because  they  would  insist  on  an  English  diet  while 
they  were  there.  Always  be  in  correspondence 
with  your  environment.  That  is  the  scientist's 
definition  of  Life,  and  it  is  one  of  the  few  scientific 
definitions  I  know  that  is  wholly  true.  The  ascetic 
life  is  un-English  to-day.    It  does  not  give  ctkWftQtCr, 
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Never  forget  that  strength  of  character  is  not  a  fixed 
set  of  habits,  as  so  many  people  think.  Force 
may  take  its  own  direction.  The  ascetic  says 
that  there  is  one  royal  road  for  the  cure  of  vice. 
He  is  quite  wrong.  There  is  no  royal  road,  but 
there  are  many  avenues  to  solf-control.  Even 
in  our  own  Church  there  is  a  party  whose  efforts 
towards  the  attaining  of  personal  holiness  I  admire 
and  reverence,  but  whose  methods  I  entirely  dis- 
trust. Don't  be  influenced  by  it.  These  theories 
come  from  Rome— and  you  know  my  views  of 
Rome.  Why!"  he  added  with  a  wistful  smile, 
"  our  Lord  Himself  was  a  diner-out !  " 

Roland  had  absorbed  his  outlook  and  recognised 
its  wisdom.  His  inner  Christian  life  grew  stronger 
as  he  went  about  the  world.  He  himself  began 
to  acquire  a  manner— or  perhaps  convey  an  atmo- 
sphere— of  quiet  strength. 

BasU  Speke  remarked  it.  "That  boy  will  do 
something,"  he  said  to  his  wife.  "  He's  got  a  lot 
of  force  stored  up  in  him.  He  grows  on  one.  Find 
him  a  girl  with  some  money,  Honoria,  and  have 
him  married  as  soon  as  possible.  Then  I  can  take 
him  in  hand  and  see  what  his  career  is  really  to  be 
He  will  be  a  useful  friend  for  Patrick,  young  enough 
to  be  a  friend  for  a  very  young  man  and  old  enough 
to  keep  him  steady."  Patrick  was  the  barrister's 
only  son,  the  boy  who  was  at  Harrow. 

The  "  girls  with  some  money "  were  paraded 
before  the  young  man  with  force  stored  up  in  him. 
Nothing  happened,  and  one  day  the  BasU  Spekes 
were  startled  to  hear  that  Roland  was  engaged 
to  Miss  Gertrude  Moultrie,   the  daughter  of  an 
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Oxfordshire  clergyman,  who  was  vicar  of  a  small 
river-side  hamlet. 

She  was  pretty,  her  family  was  just  ordinary 
upper  middle-class,  and  she  hadn't  a  penny. 

"Throwing  your  chances  away,  that's  what  1 
call  it,"  Basil's  uncle  said  to  him.  "We've 
done  all  we  could  to  help  you  on,  too.  Nothing 
would  have  been  easier  than  for  you  to  have  married 
one  of  the  girls  in  our  set  with  some  money  of  her 
own.  You  must  go  your  own  way,  of  course. 
It's  very  romantic  and  charming,  no  doubt- 
though  I  should  have  thought  you  were  too  sensible 
for  that  sort  of  thirg.  Well,  you'll  find  out.  Love 
is  Romance,  but  marriage  is  History.  You'll  go 
and  be  fool  enough  to  have  a  large  family  on  an 
insufficient  income,  I  make  no  doubt.  You'll  drop 
out  of  society,  and  dozens  of  men  without  half  your 
ability  or  advantages  will  pass  you  in  the  race." 

During  the  period  of  Roland's  engagement  there 
had  been  a  coolness  between  him  and  the  Lennox 
Gardens  people.    They  had  not  dropped  him,  but 
he  was  not  on  the  same  terms  of  intimacy  as  before 
***** 
All  these  thoughts  and  memories  of  the  past 
flowed  through  the  mind  of  the  young  man  as  he 
sat  in  his  lonely  and  dismantled  room. 
Well !   that  was  all  over  and  done  with. 
The  orchestra  had  tried  its  instruments.    The 
violins  had  twanged  and  sung  in  long  single  notes, 
the  flute  had  given  out  its  liquid  preliminary  roulade, 
the  hoarse  voices  of  the  great  brass  trumpets  had 
jomed  in  the  tuning.    Now  all  were  silent  and 
expectant,  the  concert  was  about  to  begin. 
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Roland  stood  up.    Kis  head  was  bowed. 

"  Oh,  heart  I  oh,  blood  that  freezes,  blood  that  bums  I 
Earth's  returns 
For  whole  centuries  of  folly,  noise,  and  sin  I 

Shut  them  in. 
With  their  triumphs,  and  their  glories,  and  the  rest. 
Love  is  best."     , 

He  went  into  his  bedroom  and  opened  the  window 
wide  to  the  night.  His  thoughts  were  too  great 
for  this  little  room. 

He  knelt  down  to  say  his  prayers,  the  last  evening 
prayers  he  would  ever  say  while  his  life  was  unioined 
to  Gertrude's  Ufe.  ' 

To-night  his  prayers  were  all  praises,  jubilant 
cries  of  thankfulness  to  God. 

He  rose  at  length  and  stood  for  a  moment  without 
moving.  The  soul  of  the  young  man  had  hardly 
come  back  to  him.  It  had  been  away  in  other 
places.  Blinded  by  glories  it  could  not  see,  stunned 
by  enormous  harmonies  it  could  but  faintly  hear ; 
It  seemed  still  to  have  been  among  angels,  to  have 
caught  a  faint  echo  of  the  chorus  that  rises  round 
the  throne  of  God,  to  have  moved,  stumbhng,  over 
the  shining  pavements  of  Heaven. 

Crash  I 

The  whole  air  was  filled  with  an  enormous  thunder 
and  reverberation  of  sound. 

The  roar  and  agitation  of  the  air  beat  in  upon 
the  bram  with  extraordinary  force  and  power. 

Big  Ben  was  striking  midnight. 

It  was  over.  The  last  clang  went  shuddering 
iway  over  the  southern  heights  of  the  City. 

Roland's  marriage  morning  had  come. 


CHAPTER   IT. 

AT    ILFRACOMBE.     ROLAND'S    OPPORTUNITY    AND    A 
MEETING  WITH  SIGNIFICANCE. 

Roland  climbed  up  the  steep  sides  of  the  Rapparee 
Cove  at  Ilfracombe. 

It  was  about  eight  of  a  clear  summer's  morning, 
marvellously  fresh  and  fragrant.  His  towel  was 
twisted  round  his  neck  and  he  wore  an  old  Norfolk 
jacket  and  grey  flannel  trousers.  How  glorious 
the  swim  had  been  in  the  still  cool  water!  The 
right  arm  had  risen  and  fell,  conquering  an  element. 
The  rich  salt  water  had  cooled  the  blood  and 
tightened  the  muscles,  the  brain  worked  calmly 
and  well  after  the  fine  tonic  of  the  swim.  Strong 
and  healthy  life  throbbed  in  the  young  man,  as  if 
the  sea,  which  the  old  Greeks  taught  was  the  foimtain 
and  primal  source  of  Life,  had  lent  him  new  vigour 
and  courage. 

When  he  had  mounted  the  rocks  and  stood  upon 
the  green  slopes  of  Hillsborough,  he  paused  and 
took  in  deep  breaths  of  the  morning  air.  There 
was  a  mist  stiU  upon  the  sea,  and  he  could  hear 
the  far  off  throbbing  of  screws  as  the  navies  of  the 
world  moved  up  the  Channel  towards  Cardiff  and 
50 
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Bristol.  Every  now  and  again  the  long  ululatico 
of  a.  syren  came  through  the  sunlit  mist.  To  his 
left  lay  the  little  harbour  of  Ilfracombe,  with  its 
fishing  boats  and  one  great  paddle-wheel  steamer 
that  had  come  overnight  from  Barry.  Behind 
was  the  green  Capstone  HiU  with  its  winding  walks 
and  terraces.  The  sun  was  flooding  it  with  light. 
It  was  a  perfect  morning,  instinct  with  the  lyric 
joy  of  mornings  in  Devonshire  when  the  heart  is 
young,  the  body  strong,  and  all  the  glories  of  sea 
combe,  and  swelling  hill  but  harmonise  with  the 
throbbing  content  witliin. 

There  came  a  sense  of  enormous  blessing  to  the 
watcher.  He  seemed  surrounded  by  and  over- 
whelmed in  God's  gifts.  All  was  weU  with  this 
world,  because  the  Other  world  was  over-lapping 
and  mterfused  with  it  at  such  a  moment  as  this 

To-day  was  the  last  day  of  his  Honeymoon. 
Like  hundreds  of  other  young  men,  he  had  taken 
his  bride  to  the  lovely  western  town.  Ilfracombe 
IS  known  as  the  first  home  of  groom  and  bride 
Roland  and  Gertrude  had  laughed  together  at  the 
pompous  eloquence  of  the  guide-book— "  When 
Ilfracombe  emerged  from  the  chrysalis  of  a  fishing 
village  into  the  butterfly  existence  of  a  fashionable 
hohday  resort,  it  assumed  without  dispute,  and 
still  maintains,  the  title  and  status  of  '  The  Mecca 
of  Honeymooners.'  " 

Roland  could  not  understand  the  joke  and  jest 
that  commonplace  people  made  of  the  first  sacred 
and  happy  days  of  wedded  life.  All  jests  and  re- 
ferences of  this  kind  seemed  a  desecration  to  him 
now.    He  had  not  thought  this  before.    He  had 
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indeed,  never  thought  about  the  question  at  all. 
To-day  a  jocular  remark,  the  mere  repetition  of 
the  sticky-sentimental  word  "Honeymoon"  would 
have  seemed  as  ill-placed,  as  wrong,  as  a  pun  on 
the  Eucharist. 

He  began  to  stride  over  the  smooth  pneumatic 
turf  towards  Gertrude,  home  and  breakfast. 

The  Spekes  were  staying  in  rooms.  They  could 
not  afford  an  hotel,  nor  would  they  have  chosen 
that  life  of  passages  and  public  rooms,  curious 
eyes  and  little  privacy  for  love. 

But  in  the  little  rooms  over  the  tobacconist's 
shop,  fronting  the  Pavilion  and  with  the  giant 
rock  Capstone  towering  above  the  building  of  green 
glass,  they  had  tasted  something  of  the  sacred  and 
intimate  delights  of  Home.  ly  after  day,  night 
after  night,  as  painted  suns'  flamed  and  waned 
over  Lundy  Island,  Roland  .ad  known  a  foretaste 
of  home.  He  had  thought  himself  so  well-found 
and  happy  in  his  Westminster  chambers.  What 
a  fool  he  had  been  I— how  ignorant,  at  least.  Now 
he  knew  that  there  could  be  no  Home  without 
Gertru-ie,  without  one's  wife. 

As  he  strodr  home  after  his  swim  his  mind  was 
moved  with  these  thoughts  and  full  of  them.  He 
had  only  discovered  a  Truth  that  is  the  loadstone 
and  heart's  property  of  all  happily  wedded  folk. 
But  he  thought  he  had  discovered  a  new  Truth. 
In  the  riot  of  his  blood  and  the  psahn  of  his  thank- 
ful thoughts,  he  imagined  that  he  held  the  key  to 
the  most  immedicable  troubles  of  life,  that  he  had 
elaborated  a  philosophy  which  should  shoe  men 
with  swiftness  and  make  their  hands  strong. 
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Be  tame  down  a  path  which  led  to  the  harbour. 

The  fiaher-folk  were  busy  on  their  boats,  calline 
to  each  other  through  the  dear  air-for  the  sun 
tad  devoured  the  sea-miit  now— and  sayinit  that 
the  day  would  be  hot.  " 

Roland  hoped  that  it  would  be  hot.  a  blazing 
day  of  summer  I  the  last  dn.y  before  they  went 
home  to  the  htUe  house  at  Bedford  Park  and  began 
real  hfe  together.  * 

For  this  month  at  Ilfracombe  had  not  been  real 
Me.  Dayi  were  too  lyrical,  evenings  too  ethereal. 
One  could  not  always  live  in  blissful  holiday.  It 
would  be  with  genuine  regret  that  he  and  Gertrude 
left  this  lovely  town  in  the  far  west.  haUowed  to 
them  by  its  memories  of  their  love.  But  it  was  fine 
to  plunge  once  more  into  life,  into  the  struggle. 
On  this  splendid  morning  he  seemed  to  hear  the 
roar  of  London  in  his  ears,  and  there  was  welcome 
m  tne  far-ofi,  imagined  murmur. 

He  came  on  to  the  green  lawns  in  front  of  the 
Pavilion  and  saw  his  lodging.  His  heart  leapt 
up.  On  the  little  balcony  over  the  shop  front 
which  led  out  of  his  sitting-room.  Gertrude  was 
standmg  waiting.  She  saw  him  and  waved  her 
hand. 

He  ran  up  the  stairs.    How  good  this  was.  how 
wonderful— to  come  back  Xo  her  t 

Roland  held  his  wife  in  his  arms.  Her  taU 
dender  figure  was  robed  in  a  long  tea-gown  of 
dusky  cnmson.  Her  abundance  of  dark  red  hair 
was  loosely  coiled  round  the  small  Greek  head  a 
wealth  of  hair  such  as  St.  Paul  may  have  seen' in 
some  gu-1  when  he  spoke  of  it  as  a  glory. 
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"  How  nice  and  cool  you  are,  darling  I  "  she  said, 
looking  up  at  him  with  great  dark  eyes  fringed  with 
long  lashes,  eyes  wh'>h  were  simple  and  held  no 
secrets.  They  were  full  of  love  now  as  they 
played  ov<-r  )iim,  taking  in  every  detail  of  his 
ruddiness  and  health,  finding  new  delights  in  him 
as  he  in  her. 

She  surrendered  herself  to  be  kissed  with  a  little 
sigh  of  happiness  and  content.  All  this  girl's  hopes, 
thoughts,  desires  were  centred  in  Roland.  Her 
whole  being  focussed  in  him  Uke  a  beam  of 
light  focussed  on  a  prism— and  sending  out  how 
m.iny  treasures  of  light  and  colour  at  the  im- 
pact I 

"  I  had  a  glorious  swim,  dearest,  and  I  don't 
think  that  I  ever  felt  fitter  tlian  I  do  this  morning— 
and  hungrier." 

"I  went  into  tlie  kitchen,  dear,  and  I  did  so 
want  to  cook  the  kidneys  myself.  The  woman 
hasn't  an  idea  of  how  to  do  them.  But  she  was 
so  cross  and  banged  the  things  about  so  that  I  fled. 
Roland,  wliy  do  these  sort  of  women  make  them- 
selves so  objectionable  ? " 

"  Why,  don't  you  see,  dear,  it's  their  only  possible 
way  in  life  of  asserting  their  own  personahty.  They 
have  to  spend  all  their  time  in  a  hurried  effort  to 
satisfy  their  lodgers'  wants.  We  have  all  sorts  of 
ways  in  which  we  can  impress  our  own  individuality 
upon  people,  either  consciously  or  unconsciously. 
Conversation,  music — oh,  dozens  of  ways.  A 
woman  like  Mrs.  Brown  has  no  way,  but  this  showing 
off  of  temper  and  independence.  I  never  resent 
that  sort  of  thing  very  much.    It's  so  easily  under- 
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JSiflt!"^'^"  ^"  '**"*•  °"'  ""«'"  *°  'ympatliise 
"How  clever  you  are.  My  boy  is  cleverer 
than  anyone  I  have  ever  met.  All  the  same.  Mrs 
Brown  u  a  horrid  old  thing  now.  isn't  she  ?  I 
know  one  thing,  no  servant  of  mine  shall  ever 
dare  to  behave  like  that  when  we  get  into  our  own 
nome ! 

"  To-morrow  I " 

"Yes,  to-morrow.     Roland,  dear,  when  we  really 
get  home  and  setUe  down  you  won't  grow  tired  of 
me,  wiU  you  ?     You  know  I'm  not  clever  like  you  are 
I  can  cook  and  manage  a  house,  mother  saw  to  all 
that,  but  I  don't  know  about  any  of  the  thines 

^T.^°\  ^J'"  "°^  ^  •=••'"''  «!""«  remember 
whether  the  Romans  or  the  Greeks  came  first. 
Promise  me  you  won't  get  tired  !  " 

The  ratification  of  the  promise  was  interrupted 
by  the  arnval  of  the  landlady  with  breakfast.  How 
charming  Gertrude  was,  Roland  thought.  Her 
pretended  fears,  her  confessions  were  deUghtful 
He  watched  her  swift  capable  hands  arranging 
the  table  touching  this  or  that  untU  chaos  tecame 
order  and  good  taste  became  concrete. 

There  was  a  new  pleasure  in  talking  to  his  wife 
ainng  his  httle  theories  about  Ufe,  hearing  his 
own  voice  and  finding  his  words  accepted  as 
absolute  truth  and  the  revelations  of  a  new 
philosophy. 

Most  freshly  married  men  experience  this  com- 
placent joy.  In  the  economy  of  married  comrade- 
ship It  has  been  arranged  for  us  that,  if  nowhere 
else,  we  can  remstate  ourselves  in  our  own  con- 


56 


FIRST  IT  WAS  ORDAINED. 


victioD  of  our  superiority  at  home  !  It  is  a  pleasure 
which  married  men  share  with  schoolmasters  and 
possibly  kings — the  pleasure  of  the  unquestioning 
audience. 

As  he  sat  down  to  the  meal,  Roland  rejoiced  to 
think  that  enshrined  in  this  lovely  body  was  a 
simple  mind  and  soul  which  were  as  wax  to  re- 
ceive his  impress,  his  to  mould  and  form  as  he 
would. 

He  knew  nothing  of  the  times  to  come,  when 
he  should  lean  on  her  wisdom  and  the  deep  phil- 
osophy of  womanhood.  He  foresaw  none  of  the 
occasions  when  her  outlook  upon  life  would  be  a 
citadel  in  which  he  would  take  refuge  and  seek 
advice.  As  yet  he  worshipped  without  full  com- 
prehension, as  men  do  until  trouble  and  danger 
come. 

Then,  and  only  then,  is  the  truth  of  the  mystical 
union  revealed.  Then,  and  only  then,  do  they 
receive  the  real  solace  of  the  Sacrament. 

"  There  are  three  letters,"  Gertrude  said  ;  "  but 
you  shan't  see  a  single  one  of  them  till  you've  had 
something  to  eat.  I'm  sure  it  takes  it  out  of  you 
far  more  than  you  realise,  to  have  these  long  swims 
in  the  early  morning.  You  must  be  careful  of  your 
health,  darling.  I  hope  you  haven't  overtired 
yourself." 

Fortunately  Roland's  breakfast  was  satisfactory. 
He  was  allowed  to  read  his  letters. 

The  first  one  that  he  opened  was  from  his 
sister  Margaret.  She  wrote  from  Bedford  Park, 
announcing  that  the  house  was  complete  and  ready 
for  the  lovers. 
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"TelJGerUethat  I  think  she  wiU  find  every  thine  readv 
now.    I  «n  going  back  to  Lennox  Garden,  ti^day  to  star 

r^t"tyTonud",'""°""''""'«°  to  aUthe^'oert^ 
1  can  t  say  how  gtad  I  am  to  throw  off  the  responsibilitv 

l^A  Ki  I  .  ''"^  '  **''*  "*  *'■"«  '»  bother  about  .reets 
Md  blankets  and  waU-paper.  Uncle  is  havinTa  fearful 
lot  of  Rouble  with  Patrick,  who  has  got  im^'s^n.e  S^^ 
SrHUl  r:*««™7-d  will  probably  bee::perdf™m 

J^kesTe  bVs  p"  t-2ttlt''astt'lL"iT'^  °'  <=<"-»• 
»viii  K.  t-  J-  =i""v  uiue  oeasti— and  I  suppose  my  part 
will  be  to  smooth  matters  over  as  weU  as  I  can.  m" 
a  nuisance  boys  are!  Thank  Heaven,  I'm  not  married- 
excep  to  my  fiddle.  You  must  telegraph  the  to^^™;; 
lZt\<  ""^T  ^""'  Station  to  the  ser^t  I  Co 
ready.    She  seems  a  decent  sort  of  girl,  and  teUs  me  that 

ho'mrr^rdon^tt,*" "»"  *-«•  *-  ^-  °- 

"Ever  your  affectionate, 

"  Margaret." 

Roland  laughed  as  he  finished  the  letter. 
I  CM  imagine  what  a  trial  it  must  have  been 
to  poor  Margaret,"  he  said.  "  The  domestic  virtues 
are  not  her  strong  point.  They  never  are  with 
artistic  people.  It's  been  very  good  of  her  to  set 
our  house  m  order  for  us." 

Gertrude  did  not  answer  at  once.  She  was  not 
fond  of  Margaret.  The  girl's  outlook  on  Ufe.  her 
passionate  devotion  to  music,  the  smart  and  cynical 
way  of  talking  that  she  had  learnt  in  the  Spekes' 
house,  all  alarmed  Roland's  wife. 

Gertrude  had  lived  a  life  very  remote  from  modem 
movements.    She  knew  little  or  nothing  of  the 
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girl  of  the  day.  Time  had  seemed  to  stand  still 
in  the  Oxfordshire  vicarage  where  she  had  spent 
her  life.  Nothing  had  hap[>ened  there  save  seed- 
time and  harvest,  winds  in  their  varied  tempers, 
rain  and  sun.  She  had  lived  quietly  and  happily, 
occupied  with  pleasant  household  business  and 
very  simple  pleasures. 

"  I  don't  quite  see,"  Gertrude  said  at  length, 
"why  Margaret  should  find  household  affairs  such 
a  bore.  She  seems  to  worship  music  and  nothing 
else." 

Roland  laughed  lightly  and  opened  another 
letter.    It  was  from  Father  Grogan. 

"  You  will,  of  course,  have  seen  "  the  letter  began,  "  the 
way  in  which  the  press  has  received  the  disastrous  news 
of  the  census.  At  no  time  in  my  remembrance  has  the 
question  of  population  been  taken  so  seriously.  Those  in 
authority,  the  far-seeing  economists,  are  in  a  state  of  alarm 
and  apprehension.  Sir  Arthur  and  I  have  been  in  some 
private  conferences  during  the  last  week  with  various  leading 
people,  especially  with  Sir  Michael  Maniohoe  and  Dean 
Gortre.  Yet,  already  the  excitement,  the  public  excite- 
ment, I  mean,  is  beginning  to  die  away.  The  mass  of  men 
in  that  stufiy,  boring  den  of  false  issues,  the  House  of 
Commons,  are  merely  pawns  in  the  political  game  of  their 
leaders.  The  leaden  themselves  are  simply  playing  an 
exciting  and  fascinating  game,  and  the  welfare  of  the 
country  is  only  the  name  of  the  game  and  not  the  object. 
Moreover,  the  pace  of  political  life  is  so  great,  the  minor 
details  of  government  and  policy  so  innumerable,  that  the 
discussion  of  a  vast  qaestion  such  as  that  of  racial  suicide 
seems  impossible.  The  man  in  the  street — ^aat  is,  the 
man  with  voting  power — ^is  quite  supine  and  uninterested. 
He  has  not  imagination  enough  to  realise  the  truth  of  Sir 
Arthur's  figures  or  wliat  they  mean.  '  Nothing  much  can 
happen  in  my  time.    I'm  going  to  tarn  my  attention  to 
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questioni  that  wiU  benefit  me.  while  T  liv.  ■    .1, 
commonplaces  of  sueech  t^.^     a  ~""**  "*  "•« 

fall  in  conso^anda^e  i!^;^'  •*  'J'^'  ""^'^  •°~'»  » 
voter  and  maC'^  ^L^'f'o^r  Tl^TV^r  ""  '''' 
of  hi,  country  ,.i„  him  not  a  ^  And  fh,,  .  I'S^*^" 
the  average  Englishman  °  unfatriol?^  ^  "^'^'^^T" 
»  .tupid.  A  decadence  that  tSe"  fi  tv  ir  2,  "  '" 
consummate  itself  seems  a  h^  t  ^°  *^  ^^  *° 
attention.  Yet  «iy  studem  ^f  hir**"'."*  ""  *""»•<>*»•« 
decadence  is  swift/eil^tf        ^""""^  '^''*'  ""*'  »"'=»'  » 

wh;?hare' J"!'"  j:'l'  ""."^""^  "^ '» y-'  -<« 

■ny  dear  Roland,  read  all  I  «y  wTth  c^    '„.  T^"'«*°.'*' 
me  to  the  end."  ^  "*'  *"**  •*"  '"th 

"Dearest."  Gertrude  said  anxiously,  "have  vou 
had  bad  news?  Are  you  in  any  t^^ubleT  TeU 
me  let  me  share  it.  whatever  it  may  be  -  " 

Rolaad  looked  up  at  his  wife.  His  thoughts 
were  stUl  on  the  letter,  a  number  of  sing  e  shSt' 
clipped  together  by  a  brass  pin.  His  forehead 
was  wnnkled,  as  it  always  w  J  when  he  gave  h^ 

areamy.    He  saw  his  wife's  lovely  face  bent  intn 
concern  and  it  brought  him  back  ^o  reditT 
"W^IfuT    '•^''''    "°'"    h*    *^id,    laughing. 

fro^ltlf  r'"^  '"'^'^  ^  ^^^'^  Th«  "  a  lettS 
from  Father  Grogan,  a  long  letter  about  a  movr 
ment,  a  social  movement,  he  seems  to  be  inT.^ 

Sion^  ''  ^"^  -"^  *°  ^-  ^'  -y  ^S 
WJse  of  Father  Grogan  to  consult  my  boy !    You 
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I 


see,  I'm  not  the  only  person  who  knows  how  clever 
you  are  I  Now  I'Q  go  away  and  get  ready  to 
go  out.  You  can  read  your  important  letter  in 
peace,  and  then  we  wiU  go  and  listen  to  the 
band." 

She  left  the  room,  looking  lovingly  at  him  till 
the  last  moment  when  the  door  hid  him  from  her 
sight.    Roland  went  on  with  the  letter. 

"  You  will  see,  therefore,  that  though  there  has  been, 
and  doubtless  will  continue  to  be,  a  great  deal  of  windy 
talk  on  these  matters,  there  is  no  organised  body  of  men 
and  women,  no  league,  no  union,  either  religious  or  political 
or  both,  which  is  devoted  to  dealing  with  the  question,  to 
rousing  the  national  conscience  and  fighting  the  neo- 
Malthusians  tooth  and  nail. 

"  Wifehood — which  generally  means  motherhood — ia  the 
predominant  profession  of  women  all  over  the  world.  The 
future  of  the  world,  and  of  course  of  any  state  in  it,  rests 
upon  the  quaUty  and  the  quantity  of  its  children.  A 
prominent  sociologist  has  just  written — '  If  the  oonditlons 
under  which  the  profession  of  motherhood  is  exercised  are 
silly  and  rotten,  our  fleets,  our  armies  do  no  more  than  guard 
a  thing  that  dies.  In  Great  Britain,  now,  I  think  they 
are  more  or  less  silly  and  rotten.'  Let  us  admit  that  this 
writer  is  correct.  He  does  no  more  than  voice  conclusions 
at  which  even  the  most  superficial  student  of  the  census 
returns  must  have  arrived. 

"  What  is  to  be  done,  then  ?  How  are  we  who  are 
Christians  and  love  our  Lord,  citizens  who  love  our  country, 
to  fight  the  present  conditions  ? 

"  That  is  what  a  band  of  people,  including  those  I  have 
mentioned,  are  discussing.  They  have  arrived  at  a  definite 
conclusion. 

"  A  great  league  is  to  be  formed  of  EngUsh  men  and 
women.  Great  names  will  be  at  the  head  of  it,  it  is  to  be 
national.  I  have  already  pointed  out  to  you  that  evfn 
the  revelations  of  the  census  have  not  stirred  the  ordinary 
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^^^T::r^^^^:  "''"^■-  ""• '--  -^ 

expediency  on  tinTp^^f^^'t^°^^'"'<^  °*  "'"'°"»' 
1»  either  indifferent  or  actuX  i^„^  h  ^^'."^'^  P"™"'  "'»<' 
dec«ienee  by  the  rtsMcti^^n/^S^^^  "" l''^^'''^  ^"B^'^'^-o 
•tarted  on  The  grounds  T«ni?  ""^  '*"^y-  *  '"Sue 
.op_daj^^ewon.l^"",^%S4ra."'^  the  co.™on 

national  utilitariaTiemusr^'toJf  *  ""°  '*=°'""  " 
And  in  this  case  of  the  S,fri  *^  °^"/'«<«""  "tiBtarianism. 
of  mamage^,,°i„'^;;^,"";f  "°"^ily.  the  degradation 
n.«onal^,Vf.rr  .hf^onT.r^"'"'^  °^*~"*'»  *° 

thePrrnVr<,^otrrnd°"^^^^^^^  ^  "°"'  °-' 
back  to  reUgion.  women.    We  must  come 

neveT^rt^\nt^'^L^:^l  opportunity,  n,:,  t^ 
land  i^n  su^h  IcLan™  ^  °'?:  °*  "•"  ^''"«''  «  Eng- 

be  a  crusade  made  tath?lSrof.°h^f  °"  '""''•  """^ 
auspi^of  Ood  the  H^?; ^oltllt^'^rnS^^r ' 

raU^r^'^Tto'-rr^^^^ 

Fact      We  a™  L;!    .  "cognition  and  memory  of  tiie 

behef  as'^u  ^a^,- -^t^^^    -"  ^  "--'^- 
the  JtS''of":'^;l"r  °' "'•'^,.'''=''^-  the  Incarnation, 

sense  of  horJoHn   th^  r^nrtt^V        "'  "  °°  P"ticular 

committed  every  day  ^JZ^'°^  T""''    ""^''«"'  »« 

every  aay  m  momentar}-  bursts  of  passion  over 
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triflw.  Snicidet  inerease,  not  only  when  loma  long-con- 
tinued miiery  may  seem  to  give  a  shadow  of  excuse,  but 
when  there  has  been  some  trivial  disappointment.  And 
so.  leaving  out  a  hundred  other  instances,  one  comes  down 
to  the  truth  of  which  every  priest,  every  doctor,  and  every 
nuiBe  is  aware,  the  frustration  of  God's  intention  of  child- 
birth— the  reason  for  the  terrible  disclosures  which  you  and 
your  colleagues  have  given  to  the  world  in  your  census  returns. 

"  Our  league  will  be,  therefore,  a  great  Church  League. 
We  shall  invite  ev'ery  English  man  and  woman  to  join  it, 
who  believes  that  Christ  was  God.  This  is  the  only  way 
in  which  we  can  make  such  a  society  do  its  work  and 
accomplish  its  end.  Directly  we  begin  to  allow  ths  political 
altruist  who  has  no  definite  belief  in  Christianity  to  join 
us,  so  surely  our  influence  and  opportunity  will  begin  to 
decline.  Compromise  is  no  use  whatever.  We  shall  be 
bitterly  assailed,  and  for  a  time  we  shall  not  seem  to  make 
much  headway.  I  say  seem,  and  for  this  reason.  People 
who  belong  to  us  will  not  advertise  their  membership. 
The  press,  which  is  not  interested,  as  a  whole,  in  religious 
affairs,  will  not  understand  our  aims,  nor  will  it  be — so  I 
imagine — in  sympathy  with  them.  And  any  movement 
that  has,  as  this  wiU  have,  the  improvement  of  sexual 
morality,  will  be  fought  by  the  methods  of  ridicule  and  con- 
tempt. But  this  will  be  but  surface,  and  in  time  the  influence 
of  our  work  will  not  only  be  felt,  but  seen.  The  wizards  of 
figures  will  bo  at  work  once  more.  Sir  Arthur  and  his  myr- 
midons will  prove  to  England  what  we  are  doing  for  her. 

"  All  this  that  I  am  writing  now  is  fragmentary,  hasty 
and  incomplete.  It  is  a  sketch,  an  outline.  And  now  I  come 
to  the  actual  purpose  of  the  letter  in  regard  as  it  affects  you. 

"The  movement  is  definitely  settled  upon.  I  am  not 
able,  as  yet,  to  give  you  more  precise  information  as  to 
our  foundei-s  and  sympathisers.  But  briefly,  owing  to  the 
munificence  of  Sir  Michael  Manichoe,  the  financial  side  of 
the  matter  is  one  that  is  arranged  for.  We  can  provide 
an  army  service  corps  for  the  campaign.  The  expenses  of 
offices,  printing  and  general  organisation  are  assured  already. 

"  We  have  been  looking  round  among  us  for  a  man  who 
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shaU  become  the  acting  secretary  of  the  movemeBt.  We 
^.I*^.  th»t  »uch  an  one  must  be  a  person  accustomed 
«r,«M™ J".  organuation.  He  must  be  a  gentleman 
accustomed  to  move  m  good  society,  he  must  be  hard- 

^^?f .  It.  ***"*  *"■  '"""^  q"alifi<=ations  are  not  too 
difficult  to  find  in  combination.  But  in  a  movement  such 
as  this,  much  more  is  required.  We  must  have  a  Christian 
who  1.  hvmg  a  life  under  the  Christian  discipline,  and  in 
tte  hope  of  the  world  to  come.  And  we  must  have  a  man 
who  is  not  m  the  least  ashamed  of  his  profession  of  faith. 
Especially  do  we  need  a  man  in  whom  bureau  activities 
wUl  not  kill  a  real  and  definite  enthusiasm  for  the  work  to  be 

l°r^  f,f°.*^°  *'"  ^°  °ffi<*  and  organising  work  with  the 

sense  that  he  is  being  protected  and  guided  by  the  Holy  Ghost. 

I  am  empowered  by  Sir  Michael  Manichoe,  and  with 

to  yon.  It  wUl  be  guaranteed  to  you  for  a  fair  number 
of  years,  and  the  salary  will  be  considerably  larger  than 

h^YhPT""  i"^""'-  "  "'"'=«•  ■"«■  ""y  dear  fHend,  to 
be  able  to  pnt  w  your  way.  at  the  outset  of  your  married 

wh;cl^^n^£2  "'''  °*  '""""""^  '"■='""•  "I  a  position 
wh.ch  will  bring  you  in  contact  with  the  great  tmd  in- 
fluential  people  who  will  be  with  us 

win  fi!^  *"  """^  ^°  ^  "'°*"'  '°  f**  •'ope  *at  here  you 
.^H^  JT  1?;'"°°  ""^  "'«  '^"'-  ">at  abiding  in  \he 
Shadow  of  the  Almighty  you  wiU  strike  a  great  blow  to 
Him,  for  His  Church,  for  England.  I  discerf  the  fighrer  ta 
you.  Here  IS  your  battlefield.  If  it  so  seems  good  to  you 
after  prayer-ask  God  quite  simply  if  He  will  teU  you  "f 
you  are  fit  to  undertake  this  great  responsibiUty^t  Umy 

r^lded'lnf'  ^T  "'^  P"V''««  and  pubhc  life  m"y 
be  welded  into  one  harmony,   that   the  experiences  of 

en":.  T"  ^i?"  l'"t"  ■""''  «'"<'  y°"  """-'^J?'  oUnd  r~ver 
ence  for  the  highest  ideal  of  marriage;   and  that.  finX 

l^nlL'^^JZ-  '°"^'"°-  "^  -ke'^o'-ur'^rr'^ 
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Roland  sat  silent  and  motionless.  The  sunlight 
poured  into  the  room,  he  heard  the  laughing  voices 
of  children  at  play  upon  the  lawns  outside. 

His  first  sensation  was  one  of  shame.  In  the  new 
joy  of  Gertrude  and  the  first  inexpressible  sweet- 
ness of  possession,  of  physical  and  mental  com- 
panionship in  this  world  of  sunshine,  soft  airs,  and 
flowers,  he  had  forgotten  all  outside  things. 

The  world  had  only  held  him  and  his  love. 

Each  night  ere  he  sank  to  sleep  by  his  wife's 
side  he  had  thanked  God  for  the  almost  sttmning 
happiness  that  he  was  experiencing.  But  until 
that  very  morning  the  world  of  duty,  endeavour, 
the  world  where  blows  were  struck  for  God,  had 
seemed  very  far  away. 

He  was  a  man  who  had  akeady  been  on  the  fringe 
of  great  matters.  His  intimate  life  with  Sir  Arthur 
Childe  and  the  men  the  Statist  lived  with  had  given 
him  a  balance  of  mind  and  an  appreciation  of 
high  issues. 

Young  as  he  was  he  had  realised  the  gravity 
and  importance  of  human  affairs,  had  not  sought 
pleasure  only,  as  most  young  men  of  his  age  did, 
could  be  smitten  and  fired  with  an  id'-~i. 

The  mood  of  self-accusation  passed.  >  :!co(;msed 
that  he  had  been  unfair  with  himself  for  <■  moment. 

Then  the  prosaic  words  of  the  letter,  rugged  and 
straightforward  in  expression  as  it  was,  caught 
hold  of  him.  He  saw,  with  quickened  imagination, 
what  this  thing  might  meait.  A  vista  of  future 
happenings  spread  before  him,  his  place  in  the 
movement  seemed  a  high  and  honourable  chancu, 
the  invitation  to  it  like  a  trumpet  call. 
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against  those   who   would  dei?raHi.  m=^i  *  J 

chSs.''''   '^'"''''    *'^''    "^'^  ''»°"nt«<i   in   his 

toleeHSinV   "°"'^  "°'   '«'^'   »^"   able 
he  JS  £ng  it  now"'"""  "^^  '""'-"•  ^  ^^'^^ 

time  1^!"^  ^°'  '  '^^  "^  ">°^«'  had  chosen  their 
he^hXttS  Lr^"^*  *°  *^^  '««•'  -'^ch 

thJw'IT",^  ^''^^  "^""^  something  which  sent 

•   •   «   •   . 
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Roland  was  still  in  his  mood  of  strong  purpose — 
the  mood  in  which  he  had  seen  vistas.  With  all 
that  newborn  sense  of  delightful  intimacy  that  he 
had  learnt  so  sweetly,  during  these  happy  days, 
.'.e  burned  to  tell  his  wife  of  the  new  prospect  and 
the  high  resolve  which  had  come  to  him  that 
morning. 

"  We  will  go,"  he  said,  "  for  our  last  long  Devon 
walk  this  afternoon.  But  this  morning  I  have 
something  to  tell  you,  and  I  want  to  tell  it  to  you 
while  we  are  sitting  down  somewhere  in  the  sun. 
Where  shall  we  go  ?  " 

She  had  learnt  to  be  responsive  to  his  moods, 
to  gather  his  wishes  and  intentions  from  the  tones 
of  his  voice.  Now,  she  knew  that  he  had  something 
out  of  the  ordinary  to  say. 

"  The  best  place,  dearest,"  she  said,  "  would  be 
the  Capstone,  don't  you  think  ?  " 

"  How  right  you  are  I  "  he  said,  almost  as  if  he 
imagined  she  knew  what  he  was  about  to  tell  her. 
"  That  is  the  very  place.  From  the  top  of  the 
Capstone  we  shall  see  the  whole  of  these  sunUt 
waters.  From  Hartland  Point  to  the  shores  of 
Wales  our  eyes  will  take  in  a  big  sweep.  And  I 
have  something  very  big  to  tell  you,  dear.  It  is 
fit  and  right  that  I  should  tell  it  you  up  on  a  hill, 
like  this.  Have  you  ever  thought — I  have  never 
thought  tmtil  just  this  moment — how  many  great 
things  have  happened  on  hills  ?  It  was  on  Sinai 
that  Moses  met  God.  It  was  on  a  hill  that  our  Lord 
was  tempted,  and  it  was  on  a  hill  that  He  died. 
And,  in  art,  a  hiU  has  always  been  the  symbol— 
the   material  symbol — of  high   events  that   take 
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education:    labonous  indeed  at  the  first  aicent 

<!»,»  t   TV.-    "-"^P"*"*  was  not  more  chirmin*  •  " 

litS    ^^  ^"  T  ***"  *  '^'"d  that  treS  a 
little     She  heard  that  something  new  hadTJ 

weri!*^H";-fn  ""^  ^^  ^^  "°t  know,  but 

s  a-j^cfrtS;  £:oX  f£t  SToi 

^ubnusMon  a  woman  knows  when  s^e  SS  her 
husband  not  only  as  friend  and  lover,  but  S^sSr 
ttJlivT  tT^'!."''''^^  "  *°  influenceTtt 
stone  *'  "*'  P"''*  °^  •^^  "^  hearth- 

"£-*r""™fi"'°^'^^°"u  ^''"y  ''^'^  '"°"''*  i  the 
caK^tonrSu^-JlLrr"^^""*  -^  ""^^ 
r^^  ^^^  ^'"^  '^°"  *he  summit  they  sat  on  the 
close-cropped  emerald  turf,  pnemnatic  to  toe  ?read 
Wow*""".'  hfc  principle  was  at  work  immedil'dy 
Wow.  and  looked  out  far  over  the  splendid.  Sj 

Far  down  the  b«.d  of  the  Pavilion  had  begun 
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to  play.  The  harmonies  floated  up  to  them  throuch 
the  sea  breezes,  robbed  of  all  the  vulgar  appeal 
popular  music  has  even  to  people  who  are  bent  on 
senous  matters.  Coming  to  them  through  the  s^veet 
sea  winds,  the  chords  had  no  more  thm  the  gentle 
sound-bursts  of  an  ^olian  harp  heard  in  a  wood. 

At  lirst  Roland  had  had  a  momentary  fear  How 
was  be  to  teU  this  pure  and  radiant  wife  of  his  of 
the   horrors   that    went   on   under   the   cloak   of 

mamage  "  ?  How  should  she,  who  was  so  stain- 
leas,  bear  to  hear  of  the  foulness  and  the  terrible 
degradation  that  these  fine  brains  and  mental 
rulers  of  society  were  about  to  fight  ?    And,  as  he 

"^^^u^l  f  T^^  *•"  ""**^*y  "*  explanation 
to  htr,  he  reahsed  for  the  first  time  how  dark  were 
the  wa3«  of  those  who  had  not  the  Ulumination  of 
which  Grogan  spoke  on  their  way  through  life- 
the  illumination  of  the  Incarnation. 

Roland  had  always  revered  Womanhood.  Now 
he  loved  one  woman  with  his  heart's  blood.  That 
love,  that  Woman,  had  become  as  a  lense,  or  rather 
p.ism,  through  which  life  flowed  and  was  resolved 
into  its  true  colours. 

In  his  thought  he  found  suddenly  that  the  material 
difficulty  and  the  Divine  emotion  were  fused! 
He  saw  the  Incarnation  in  epitome  I  Oh,  this  was 
mdeed  a  morning  of  mornings. 

Once  more  through  all  his  consciousness  floated  the 
mystenous  title  of  the  Third  Person  of  the  Trinity 

Then  he  began  to  teU  Gertrude  how  he  was  to 
be  Jhe  Secretary  of  the  Confraternity  of  the  Holy 

No  one  elimbed  the  hill.    The  "simple  sheep- 
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S  sht*^::;  S\nTf  ^'^^'^'  *"• 

and  the  Atlantic  «,n,? .  t  ^°*"  '"■•"»  Bristol 
deep  and  iSy  •  w1"  s  '"wht"  tke""*  /"  •*''°*« 
mariner  hears  the  goinVof  Jd'n  th  T^"'"P'« 
Him  near-.,,,  rkSot^fC^trtX''"^ 
ones  at  home.  '"  *"*  dear 

As  Roland  toUi  hi„  v.-f-  what  ♦»,)» 
her  face  blanrheu     V  i     T         ^«*  **'"'=  '"»"«• 

physical  fear  when  th/nt  '*P*™°ce  an  almost 

What   Roland  sa  d  on   that  snmm-, 
their  young  and  nafnJi  .  **  ^"*  *°  *>'"<! 

now  caught  UD  out  oD^!        ^    .?*"■  *<'^'-  ^as 
^      up  out  of  their  individual  unity  and 
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selfishness,  and  made  an  engine,  a  contributory 
force,  which  was  to  take  its  part  in  the  battle  for 
purity  such  as  theirs,  for  love  such  as  theirs,  for  the 
inviolate  sanctity  of  marriage  such  as  theirs. 

In  that  hour  the  design  of  living  for  others,  the 
resolve  to  do  so,  the  sense  of  Duty  to  the  Christian 
Commonwealth,  was  born. 

Two  lovers  on  a  hilltop  in  a  Devon  watering 
place  I    This  were  an  ordinary  sight  enough. 

A  tall  clergyman  in  grey  tweeds  with  a  rather 
disdainful  and  aquiline  face,  came  up  on  the  top 
of  the  hill.  A  very  beautifully-dressed  woman 
was  with  him.  He  was  a  peer's  son,  she  from  a 
smart  yacht  which  had  come  over  from  Barry. 
Both  were  very  eclecti'-  and  superior  people. 

At  the  moment  wht  ^  .hey  gained  the  summit, 
Roland  had  taken  his  wife's  hand.  They  were 
looking  into  each  other's  faces — it  was  the  actual 
moment  in  which  they  ratified  their  vow  to  serve 
humanity  as  the  leaders  in  London  had  pointed 
out  the  way.  It  was  the  actual  moment  in  which 
man  and  wife  consecrated  their  lives  and  their 
endeavours  to  the  holy  cause  of  Marriage. 

"Look,"  said  the  clergyman,  "at  that  couple. 
Aren't  they  typical,  Lady  Marjorie  ?  One  always 
meets  this  aggressive  form  of  suburban  courtship 
in  a  watering  place  of  this  sort  I  '  Spooning,'  I 
believe  they  call  it.  People  of  that  class  always 
seem  to  invite  the  whole  world  to  witness  their 
affections.  He'll  kiss  her  in  a  minute — I'll  bet 
you  anything  you  Uke." 

"I'm  not  interested,"  the  woman  said.  "Let's 
walk  down  that  path  towards  the  sea." 
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People  of  another  order,  in  short 

Yet  if  those  two  superficial  and  'fortunate  ones 
could  have  known,  they  had  been  present  at  a 
moment  fraught  with  tremendous  consequence  to 
England  and  to  the  Cause  to  wWch,  one  of  them 
at  least,  was  a  vowed  adherent  and  soldier 

I  *****    " 

It  was  after  lunch,  and  they  were  climbing  a  long 

Si^  '^°t  •  ''°,'^*"*^  ^^  ^'y  'it"^  twenty-pound 
villas,  which  led  out  of  Ilfracombe  towarcU  the 
woods  of  Chambercombe. 

It  was  odd  to  see  a  town  stop  abruptly  as  if  ruled 
off  by  the  tape  of  an  architect  They  «w  now 
Here  was  the  end  of  a  street,  and  the  end  of  nfrl: 

Z  rVh-^^  °''  '^T.  '  ^^^""^'^'^  ^-«  ^k  down 
mto  a  thickly-wooded  valley. 

A  glorious  cloud-phantasmagoria,  infinite  in  colour 
and  form,  crawled  over  the  deep  woods  below 
They  turned  mto  the  lane.  A  httle  brook  tinkled 
un^en  through  the  beech  fern,  trefoil,  and  ragged- 
robin  which  hid  it-a  brook  that  seemed  to  be 
laughmg  Lke  a  lonely  girl  at  her  own  thoughts. 
tHK  Z  ,  '^^^P^'-/"d  deeper  into  the  embracing 
Snt  '^\'^^'^,  °[  t^e  t«es.  by  the  high  hedgf 
tt„L  T^'^r*  1.*'*  ''^^'^'  ^""^  simple  floweS 
Sh  M^^fn  hear  the  wood  doves  saying  "  Hush 
Hush!     aU  around.    A  rabbit  hopped  Icross  the 

h^nr  i'  H     !"  ^^  '^'^  '^'■^'^'  °*  *•'«  woodland  they 
neard  thu  h.irsl.  merriment  of  a  magpie. 
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All  the  way  they  had  been  talking  of  simple  and 
intimate  details  of  the  life  that  they  were  to  lead 
together  in  their  own  house — the  life  that  was 
to  begin  for  them  to-morrow.  The  consciousness 
of  the  morning's  resolution  on  the  hill  by  the  sea 
was  with  them  still.  It  lay  lava  hot,  deep  in  their 
hearts.  But  they  did  not  talk  of  it.  They  under- 
stood each  other  thoroughly,  now  it  was  time  to 
be  simple  and  gay. 

Soon  the  senary  way  led  them  into  a  long  avenue 
of  trees  which  lodaed  and  interlaced  above  their 
heads  in  wanion  and  Inxuriant  profusion. 

"This  is  becoming  quite  romantic,"  Gertrude 
said.  "  Don't  you  feel,  dearest,  as  if  you  were 
on  the  verge  vi  some  adventure,  some  romance 
of  the  woods  ?  I  do.  I  shouldn't  be  a  bit  surprised 
to  see  a  kni^t  in  full  armour  come  riding  through 
the  trees,  singing  '  Tirra-lirra '  Uke  Sir  Lancelot. 
And  then  that  magpie  we  heard  just  now,  surely 
that  was  the  enchanter  who  lives  in  an  impenetrable 
thicket  guarded  by  snakes  !  " 

"  Yes,"  Roland  answered,  "  the  wizard  of  the 
wood  was  exulting  over  the  captive  princess " 

He  stopped  suddenly  and  pointed  before  him 
half  in  surprise,  and  half  m  mock-serious  cor- 
respondence with  her  mood. 

They  had  come  suddenly  upon  a  silent  house. 
Two  tall  stone  pillars  guarded  a  gate  of  twisted 
ironwork.  Through  this  they  saw  the  courtyard 
of  a  very  ancient  manor.  The  roof,  of  the  three 
sides  were  steep  and  moss  covered.  Tufts  of  grass 
grew  up  from  cracks  in  tiie  stones  of  the  yard. 
The  wide  doors  of  the  entrance  were  flung  open 


AT  ILFRACOMBE.  ^, 

beneath  the  heavy  mullioned  archway,  and  the  whole 

place  was  utterly  still  save  for  the  whispenng  t 

tt>e  m:ghty  elms  which  grew  all  round  and  to wf red 

far  above  the  weathered  Tudor  roofs  and  cupok 

There  was  no  sign  of  hfe  whatever  about  the 

statl^T  I"  '^^'''''  ^'^  "'^'  °°  -^^^  °f  distant 

oik  of  the^HT"  ?!.•     "  ""^  ■''  '^°"g"  the 
to  k  of  the  old  house  had  rushed  out  on  some  hot 

aten^oon  hke  this,  ever  so  many  years  ago.  and 

had  been  caught  by  some  smzster  power  m  th!  wood. 

This    was  how  Roland  put  it  to  Gertrude  as  thev 

looked    mto    the    courtyard    througt.    the    gitc 

come  back  to  the  manor  any  more.  They  lav  in  a 
magic  swoon  m  the  maze  of  the  enchanter  for  ever 
and  a  day.  And  the  door  stiU  stood  open  if  per- 
chance some  adventurous   mortal  of  aether  ^e 

gat?"ndTh,'  ""T  "°?  °*  S-"""**^  °-="i^  the 
whh  ,f?f  *he.'neUow  mfluence  of  the  afternoon, 

fTisof  t  '".^  ^^^''  ''"^S  *''=  ^'^y  h<^h«ned  sur- 
faces of  the  house,  promptmg  them  to  rest  and  watch 
.t  for  aulule,  they  moved  towards  the  stone 

ch  n  K  '  "*  ^""^  ^^'^•"  Gertrude  said.  "  We 
shall  have  a  splendid  view  of  that  old  hous..,  and  be 
able  to  see  if  anyone  docs  live  there  after  all  " 

feefhii  K  f.r'''''  "'^'  ^""^  *hree  and  a  half 
feet  high,  but  there  was  a  convenient  ledge  which 

served  as  a  step  by  which  to  mount  it 

w.^r?t'  '*''**'^  °"*  her  foot.  Roland 
watched  her,  rejn.ang  in  the  grace  and  ease  of  his 
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wiie's  movements.  How  pretty  the  small  foot 
was  in  its  brown  shoe,  how  shm  the  ankle  in  its 
brown  open-work  stocking !  He  was  watching 
her  foot  when  he  saw  that  a  patch  of  the  granite 
seemed  even  more  \'ividly  marked  than  the  rest. 
The  fellspar,  hornblende,  and  mica  of  the  stone 
seemed  arranged  in  a  regular  pattern.  Gertrude 
stepped  upon  the  vivid  patch. 

Immediately  it  became  ahve  with  movement. 
A  flat  head  rose  in  a  sudden  coil  of  enmity  ani 
struck  twice  at  the  instep  of  the  foot— the  girl  had 
stepped  upon  a  male  adder  that  was  tuasking  in  the 
sun  and  could  only  be  distinguished  trom  the  rock 
on  whid)  it  lay  when  in  movement. 

The  blow  of  the  viper,  like  the  flicker  of  a  whip- 
lash, hapf>ened  in  a  second  of  time.  In  another 
second  Gertrude  had  slipped  and  fallen  back  into 
Roland's  arms  with  a  scream. 

He  laid  her  down  quickly  on  the  grass,  telling 
her  to  be  brave,  and  with  tiagws  that  trembled 
excessively  he  whipped  out  his  handkerchief.  He 
had  been  carrying  a  bght  walking  cane.  He  snapped 
it  over  his  knee  and  made  a  roi^  tourniquet, 
twisting  the  hnen  by  means  o<  tiie  stick  until  it 
sank  deep  into  the  flesh  above  t:.e  aokle  and  made 
her  gasp  with  pain. 

"  Keep  quite  stdl,  dearest,"  icoland  said  in  a 
voice  from  which  all  the  life  and  expre«ion  had 
died  away.  "An  adder  has  bitte«  you.  It  will 
be  all  right." 

Keeping  the  tourniquet  tight  with  the  left  hand 
he  managed  to  unfolc  a  pair  o*  po<i*!t  scissors 
"vith  the  other  and  rippea  u(>  the  atockai^    There 
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the  needle-hke  iwllow  fang*  had  ma*.  But  the 
initep  was  already  beginnini?  to  swell. 

He  put  his  lips  to  the  tiny  wounds  and  socked 
out  the  poison. 

Gmruae  moaned  a  Imle.  When  b«  raised  hi» 
head  he  saw  that  she  had  fainted. 

His  hean  was  beating  Mrioasly.  In  th»  jHieiu» 
of««  dell  he  co^d  hear  ,t  lite  dLtant  ^^ 

He  was  in  a  terrible  state  of  fear  for  her,  and  fd 
impoteace  also, 

nf  ^^J^^^u^  ^°  '  ^*  ^^^  "^  «•**  "i*  grip 
of  the  stick  that  tightened  the  oandage.    If  o^ 

the  po»on  that  rema«ed  m   ti«  veLs  were   to 

Y^'i  f^""  "^  *  ^°"^  '"^^  "^ht  result. 
Yet  hB  litfe  lav  there  unconscious  from  the  shock 
and  the  an  oeat  down  upon  her  white  face 

A  great  blue  fly  settled  on  her  cheek.  It  was 
homWe  to  «e.  and  he  brushed  it  away  with  his 

As  ne  crouched  there,  filled  with  a  perplexity 
and  a  sense  of  helplessness  that  he  had  never  known 
before,  he  heard  a  distant  sound. 

It  came  from  the  deserted  mansion  in  front  of 
him,  the  sound  of  someone  movin*  inside  a  "  click  " 
hke  the  click  of  plates. 

coSyS  *  '""^  ^"'^  ^^"  *^  "^'^^  '"**•  **>* 
As  his  frightened  voice  died  away,  absoiute  silence 
fcll  once  more  over  the  mysterious  house     The 
n««e    within    ceased.    Once   more   he    cried   out 
and  Ss  time  tne  terror  in  his  voice  seemed  to  echo 
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round  the  ancient  gables  and  startled  him.  A 
second  or  two  afterwards  Roland  saw  that  a  tall 
figure  stood  in  the  open  doorway,  though  there 
had  been  no  sound  of  its  coming. 

He  stared  at  it  in  utter  amazement,  forgetting 
for  an  instant  that  it  had  appeared  in  answer  to 
his  call.  Never  was  there  a  more  un-English 
picture  and  more  incongruous  with  its  surroundings. 
For  in  the  door  of  this  old  Tudor  ihanor-house 
stood  a  native  of  India  in  full  Eastern  dress,  a  piece 
of  the  Orient  transplanted  to  this  Devon  solitude. 
The  Indian  was  tall  and  lean.  He  was  dressed  in 
glistening  white  linen,  with  a  white  turban  and 
white  cummerbund.  His  beard  would  have  been 
white  also,  for  he  was  an  old  man,  had  it  not  been 
dyed  a  rich  orange  colour. 

The  figure  was  so  unreal  and  fantastic  in  its 
English  setting,  its  appearance  had  been  so  noise- 
less and  sudden,  that  the  young  man  hesitated 
for  a  moment.  Was  this  indeed  some  house  of 
enchantment,  were  the  jesting  words  of  his  wife 
true  ?  The  thought  of  her  stirred  his  brain  again 
to  action. 

"  My  wife  has  been  bitten  by  a  snake  !  "  he 
diouted.  "  Slie  is  imconscious.  Come  and  help 
me  with  her,  for  Heaven's  sake  I  " 

The  Indian  came  gliding  up  the  path  towards 
Roland.  He  wore  white  canvas  shoes,  which  made 
no  noise  on  the  stones.  In  the  intense  brilliancy 
of  the  afternoon  sun  the  white  figure  cast  a  shadow 
that  was  purple.  He  passed  through  the  iron  gates 
without  a  sound,  and,  bowing  quickly  to  Roland, 
knelt  down  by  Gertrude's  iidc 
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help  to  cajTthe  L°   * /  "^  ??'.«>"•    I  will  „ow 

we  will  rousVtr   ^d    '  i*  ""  *'"  '^"  ^^"^  """^ 
remains  to  be  done '^       ^  ""**"  *^  "^^  ^Iwt 

theTavrr;  ^ourSrl!!^'*^.'^  ^^^^ 

't  "r "  r^ "-"'« rarth:To.i- 

coote^^^vrirSe^f^  ^^^'^   a  ^taJS 
^^  -ne-id  &nd^^.SaSS 

brandy  and  to  tell  my  misted"  ^"^r  !;"'"■  ^"^ 
Roland  looked  round  the  rol  t  '"^'"  '"*'^- 
as  a  study.    The  walls  vl™  ]  "^'  furnished 

by  books  A  S,d?s^oH  ''"^  °"  "'^'^  ^'''^» 
table.  The  vl^^.  ?,,  T"  ^  '""^  ^ritwg 
of  damp  Ln  L  bt  l""  ^"^^  "*'  ^  ^««'* 
outside,  to  the  whol.  """^  °^'  ^'''^  **«do,vs 
of  aust;rrty  Is  ints  „  "P"^'™  ^  «^^«  -«  that 
commons  J-r^pr^t;:-^^^^^^^^ 

Jiude  "^::  °'  *'^^°°'»  -«-d  toTe  reviving 
Sr?he  do^Tprd^XT'lT^^'^  ^  '"^ 
-H^a  copper  how?otL:r'^,-XU?r 

-:^^te^:::--^-2^-^ 
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opwMd  at  length  and  she  saw  Roland  and  her  dark 
attendant. 

"  >Vhere  am  I  ?"  she  said  dreamily.  "  I  can't 
rei 'limber " 

Koland  explained  qwck'y  what  had  happened. 

'  My  foot  seeoas  as  i£  it  were  burning,"  she  said 
in  a  weak  voice  as  Roland  held  a  glass  of  brandy 
to  her  lips.    "  Oh,  it's  so  painful,  dear  !  " 

TKe  spirit  brought  some  colour  into  the  pale 
cheeks,  but  her  lips  quivered  in  the  effort  to  repress 
a  cry  of  pain  and  the  voice  was  thin  and  weak. 

The  Indian  was  sponging  the  swollen  instep 
wh«i  the  master  of  the  house  came  in  through  the 
open  door. 

Roland  rose  from  his  knees  and  went  towards 
him. 

He  saw  a  tall  elderly  man  with  a  gaunt  and  almost 
fleshless  face  and  a  hooked  nose  like  the  beak  of  a 
hawk.  The  chin  was  dean-shaved  and  the  thin 
lips  were  set  in  the  resolute  lines  of  one  who  had 
sufferad  and  was  strong.  The  eyes  of  the  man 
held  Roland  in  a  moment.  They  were  large,  very 
dark,  and  full  of  meaning.  It  is  a  rare  thing  to  see 
eyes  that  are  constantly  alight  with  thought  and 
feeling.  The  eyes  of  most  people  are  only  "Ut 
up  "  occasionally.  In  this  man  they  were  always 
alight,  almost  blazing,  Roland  thought. 

"  I  am  most  sorry  to  hear  of  this  unfortunate 
accident,  sir,"  he  said  in  a  slow,  deep-toned  voice. 
"  I  have  lived  most  of  my  hfe  in  India  and  know 
a  good  deal  about  snake  bites.  The  bite  of  an  adder 
is  n«ver  really  dangerous,  though  it  may  make  any- 
one very  iU  for  weeks,    I  hear  you  have  sucked 
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the  punctures  and  applied  a  tourniquet.  That  is 
very  good.  There  is.  however,  one  more  thing 
to  be  done  and  wth  your  and  your  wife's  pert 
nussion  I  will  do  it."  *^ 

With  Roland  he  approached  the  couch.    Gertrude 
turned  her  head  with  a  faint  smile. 

r.  ^l.^u^^^'^Jl^^  "^'"8  happened.  The  man 
caught  hold  of  Roland's  arm  and  swung  him  roun^ 
wth  a  sharp  single  cry.  The  dark  eyes  flamed, 
the  thm,  firm  lips  began  to  writhe,  the  whole  length 
of  the  man  shook  as  if  in  sudden  passion, 
alamed'*  snatched   his   arm   away,   startled   and 

The  tall  old  man  looked  once  more  at  Gertrude 
he^made  one  or  two  attempts  to  speak,  but  could 

Suddenly  he  sat  down  abruptly  on  r,  chair  by  the 
wall.  His  long  browoi  hands  gripped  the  seat  on 
either  side  of  him  ;  coils  of  muscle  sprang  upon  the 
backs  of  them  as  he  did  so.  The  whole  body  of  the 
man  seemed  to  become  rigid 

Roland  watched  him  in  great  mental  confusion. 
^trT  ",!'/  u'"''"^'"  ^•'•^"^^  ™«»"-'    At  first 
seemed  that  his  host  was  in  the  throes  of  some  fit 
It  was  a  scene  Roland  never  forgot.    His  wife's 
pale  and  terrified  face  showed-a  white  wedge  of 
pain  and  constemation-at  one  end  of  the  room 
The  tall  Indian  was  bending  forward,  his  brown 
face  aslien  grey.  I,is  hands  flickering  before  him  in 
uneasy  pantomime,  a  low  torrent  of  Hindostanee 
p^onng  from  hps  that  had  become  Uvid  with  fear. 
The  old  man  «,  the  chaar  sat  rigid  and  trembling 
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making  no  sound.  Little  beads  of  sweat  began 
to  start  out  on  his  forehead,  and  in  the  dim  light 
which  lay  over  all  the  bizarre  scene  they  looked 
like  little  black  pearls. 

The  sufferer's  eyes  stared  at  the  opposite  wall 
of  the  room.  They  blazed  with  thought,  with  a 
remembrance  so  vivid  and  severe  that  it  seemed 
to  bum  the  very  phosphates  and  water  of  which 
they  were  made  with  a  material  burning. 

Never  in  real  life,  never  in  the  greatest  triumphs 
of  the  actor's  art  had  Roland  seen  such  terrible 
ecstacy  of  emotion.  Irving  in  the  "Bells,"  Sara 
Bernhardt  as  Marguerite  Gautier,  had  been  able 
to  show  him  nothing  like  this.  The  sudden  and 
unnatural  violence  of  the  whole  business  suggested 
the  inevitable  departure  of  personality,  of  soul, 
from  the  case  and  veil  of  flesh. 

For  nearly  a  minute  the  silent  paroxysm  continued. 
The  words  of  the  Indian  died  away,  the  only  sound 
in  the  room  was  the  hum  of  a  giant  bee  that  had 
flown  in  through  the  door  and  circled  round  and 
over  the  group  of  people  with  its  heavy  musical 
drone. 

With  a  jerky  movement  the  tall  man's  head 
moved  to  the  left,  quite  independently  of  the  body, 
which  remained  rigid  as  before.  It  was  precisely 
the  movement  of  a  waxen  figure  or  a  meclianical 
toy. 

The  head  was  now  turned  directly  towards  the 
writing  table.  They  saw  the  eyes  change  in  ex- 
pression. The  look  of  fierce  remembrance  died 
away.  They  were  now  looking  at  some  visible 
object  in  the  present.    Following  their  direction, 
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«d  m.™«,  „,  hu  h„,. .7Sv±^  *'  '""' 
For,  as  he  looked  at  the  crurifiv   ♦>,-  ,  j-   . 

unable  to  prevent  t     Vnr ,  ~         /  ^" 

had  Da.i«.H  T  ^o"^  a  moment  my  whole  beinR 

Sv^hTH^'    ""'"    circumstances    of   tra^dv 

^is  seclusion  in  which  ll.t^^X^^  oThe" 
v^s  too  great  a  shock  for  me  to  endJ^e  fhad  not 
expected  any  such  reminder  of  the  past.    J  Sd  not 
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imagined  that  such  a  chance  resemblance  as  this 
was  possible.    Forgive  me,  madam." 

He  had  addressed  the  last  few  words  to  Gertrude. 
She  lay  on  the  couch,  exhausted  with  pain  and 
excitement,  but  with  a  smile  on  her  lips,  and  looking 
straight  up  into  the  old  man's  face. 

It  was  almost  as  though  they  had  an  understand- 
ing— these  two  so  strangely  met. 
t    "There  is  nothing  to  forgive,"   Gertrude  said. 
"  I  am  very  sorry " 

The  host  turned  to  Roland.  "And  while  we 
stand  talking  here,"  he  cried  with  a  sudden  change 
of  manner,  "  this  poor  child  lies  in  pain  of  her 
snake-bite  !    Come,  let  us  relieve  her." 

He  turned  to  Gertrude.  "  I  know  all  about  these 
cases,  my  child,"  he  said.  "  Can  you  bear  a  httle 
pain  now— only  a  very  httle,  nothing  so  bad  as  the 
pain  of  a  tooth-drawing— in  order  to  save  some 
weeks  of  pain  and  inconvenience  ?  " 

"  Do  anything  you  wish,"  Gertrude  said.  There 
was  a  strange  confidence  in  her  voice,  an  abso- 
lute trust  in  this  man.  Roland  heard  it  and 
wondered. 

The  host  drew  a  razor  from  his  pocket.  "  Wlien 
Ramjee  came  to  me  with  the  news  of  the  accident," 
he  said,  "  I  sent  him  with  the  water  and  brandy, 
and  went  to  my  room  for  this,"  he  tapped  the  razor. 
"  I  propose  to  make  two  or  three  clean  cuts  round 
the  wound  in  order  to  induce  free  bleeding. 
Immediate  relief  will  follow.  The  pain  will  be 
nothing.  It  is  the  recognised  cure.  Would  you 
prefer  to  do  it  ?  "  he  held  out  his  hand  to  Roland. 
Roland  looked  at  his  wife.    Then  he  shook  his 
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.    f  you  will,"  he  raunnured  :   "  you 
are  very  good." 

"It's  really  nothing  at  all  to  do."  the  old  man 

said  cheenly,  kneeling  down  by  the  side  of  the 

couch.     There!  You  felt  nothing  hardly-did  you '" 

^^  Have  you  done  it.  sir  ?  "  Gertrude  asked. 

Two  deep  cuts,"  he  answered.    "  Now  we  will 

sponge  the  place." 

There  was  something  deft  and  delicate  in  his  mani- 
pulation.   There  was  something  very  reverent  also. 
In  the  light  of  their  host's  sad  and  curious  con- 
fession, both  Roland  and  Gertrude  became  aware 
of  the  extreme  chivalry  of  all  he  did. 

The  atmosphere  of  the  whole  room  had  changed 
From  the  unwonted,  disturbing,  and  alarming,' 
It  had  changed  to  quiet  friendliness.  The  youne 
couple  felt  glad  to  be  there. 

In  an  hour's  time  Gertrude  was  infinitely  better 
A  messenger  had  been  sent  to  Ilfracombe  for  a 
carriage  and  they  were  awaiting  it.  The  host  had 
said  that  Gertrude  would  be  quite  fit  to  travel 
to  London  in  the  morning.  He  gave  them  a  few 
simple  directions  as  to  future  treatment,  and  pro- 
nomced  her  complete  recovery  withi;.  a  week. 

The  Indian  servant  had  by  now  taken  some 
deck  chau-s  out  into  the  courtyard  in  front  of  the 
house.  The  sun  was  sinking,  the  heat  had  given 
place  to  coolness,  the  first  sweet  heralds  of  evening 
came  in  gentle  airs. 

Once  more  a  picture  was  focussed  on  Roland's 
bram,  and  one  which  he  and  Gertrude  always 
remembered.  It  had  the  quality  of  peace  after 
storm,  and  evening  when  a  day  of  stress  was  done. 


» 


hi 


hi'    ■ 


84 


FIRST  IT  V/AS  ORDAINED. 


I 


Tn  a  low,  level  voice  their  host  said  a  few  parting 
words. 

"My   name,"    he    began,    "is    Mordaunt.    For 
many  years  of  my  life  I  was  a  soldier  in  India. 
We  shall  never  meet  again,  I  suppose,  in  this  world. 
Perhaps  we  shall  recognise  each  other  as  friends 
of  a  day  in  one  more  fortunate.    I  do  not  know 
if  you,  my  dear  sir,  and  you,  madam,  who  have 
brought  to  me  memories  that  are  so  sweet  and 
bitter,  so  bitter  and  so  sweet,  are  at  one  with  me 
in  the  Christian  and  CathoUc  faith  ?    But  if  you 
are  you  will  understand  me  when  I  say  that  '/ 
believe  in  the  Communion  of  Saints'    To  me  such 
an  asseveration  opens  new  realms  of  thought  to 
the  soul.    You  will  excuse  a  lonely  and  pedantic 
old  fellow  if  he  tells  you  that  when  he  repeats 
those  words  he  seems  to  enter  within  the  veil.    All 
the  hope  of  his  hfe,  for  himself  and  for  others,  lies 
in  those  words.    The  Seen  and  the  Unseen,  Earth 
and  Heaven  are  united  in  a  spiritual  fellowship. 
The  horizon  of  one  hope  is  indefinitely  enlarged. 
I  trust  that  if  ever  deatli  may  part  you  in  this  worid, 
that  will  be  the  constant  hope  and  strength  of  the 
survivor— as  it  is  mine.    And  I  beg  you  to  forgive 
me  for  speaking  thus  on  high  matters  on  an  occasion 
of  this  sort.    I  live  always  alone  in  this  half-ruined 
house  which  has  belonged  to  my  forefathers.    My 
tongue  is  not  used  to  the  small  talk  of  chance 
encounters.    And  you,   my  dear  "—he  turned  to 
Gertrude—"  have  come  to  me  out  of  the  unknown 
with  the  very  form  and  face,  aye,  and  voice  also, 
of  one  I  loved.    So  you  will  permit  me  to  have 
my  will  in  talk  during  the  last  few  moments  that 
we  shall  know  each  other  here. 
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"You  are,  you  have  told  me,  a  young  bride 
and  groom.  I  can  see  in  your  faces  a  v  ny  and 
strong  love  is  between  you.  Let  an  old  man  advise 
you  that  there  will  come  times  and  occasions  when 
—though  your  love  may  seem  as  strong  as  ever— 
you  may  be  tempted  to  do  things  which,  though 
you  know  it  not,  will  loosen  and  may  dissolve  that 
sacred  heritage  you  have.  I  cannot  say  more. 
You  will  not  understand  me  now.  A  time  may 
arrive  when  my  words  will  have  meaning  for  you. 
Remember  always  that  marriage  is  the  most  sacred 
thing  our  human  life  can  know." 

His  voice,  which  had  grown  quiet  and  more 
quiet,  had  sunk  almost  to  a  whisper.  The  wonderful 
eyes  looked  dreamily  at  the  painted  evening  sky, 
which  was  beginning  to  glow  above  the  tops  of  the  elms! 
Then  Gertrude  leaned  from  her  chair  and  put 
both  hands  upon  one  of  the  old  officer's  arms. 
With  a  hushed  voice  she  began  to  tf  -m  of  Father 
Grogan's  letter,  of  what  Roland  was  to  do,  to 
consecrate  his  hfe  to  do. 

Roland  heard  the  words  which  came  fiom  his 
wife's  lips,  and  his  whole  heart  awoke  to  reverence 
and  to  wonder. 

The  charity  of  thought,  the  purity  of  expression, 
the  high  and  tender  eloquence,  showed  him  in  her 
a  depth  of  comprehension,  a  nobility  of  mind, 
the  flame-hke  purity  of  a  young  matron,  which 
struck  him  with  a  great  awe. 

It  seemed  as  if  the  vow  that  they  had  vowed 
on  Capstone  Hill  was  now  welded  into  the  whole 
fibre  of  their  joint  lives,  and  was  ratified  in  thf 
presence  of  angels, 
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Gertrade  ceased.  Mordaunt  took  one  little  white 
hand  in  his  sinuous  brown  fingers  and  hfted  it  to 
his  lips.  His  head  was  bowed  over  it  for  several 
seconds. 
There  was  a  silence.  Roland  broke  it. 
"  We  are  to  call  our  Society,"  he  said,  "  the 
Confraternity  of  the  Holy  Ghost." 

Mordaunt  rose  to  his  feet.  He  was  very  tall 
and  slender  in  the  long  lights  the  afternoon. 
The  sagacious  knight,  Don  Quixoio  de  la  Mancha 
might  have  looked  thus. 
The  wonderful  eyes  began  to  flame  and  glow. 
"  Ah  !  "  he  cried,  "  That  is  the  finest  name  of  all. 
May  that  complete  and  mysterious  Force  be  with 
you  all  m  the  great  world  to  which  you  are  going 
and  the  great  work  which  you  are  going  to  do. 
'The  Comforter,  even  the  Holy  Spirit,  whom  the 
Father  wtll  send  in  My  name.  He  shall  teach  von 
all  things,  and  bring  to  your  remembrance  all  that  I 
satd  unto  you.'  " 

....  They  heard  the  crunching  of  wheels 
upon  the  gravel  of  the  lane  outside. 
A  carriage  had  arrived  from  Ilfracombe. 
The  last  they  saw  of  their  host  was  a  tall  figure 
leamng  against  one  of  the  gate  posts  of  the  old 
house.  He  had  given  them  his  blessings,  now  he 
waved  them  a  farewell.  But  it  was  a  dreamy 
gesture,  and  he  seemed  once  more  to  be  lost  in 
thought. 

*  •  *  *  » 

The  ne.\t  day  Gertrude  was  sufficiently  recovered 
to  make  the  journey  to  London  and  their  new  home 
at  Bedford  Parl{. 


r.ooK  ir. 


CHAPTER   r. 

MR.      JUSTICE      SP£KE     AND      LADV      HONORIA.     FIVE 
^EARS  AFTER   ROLAND'S  MARRIAGE. 

Apout  five  O'clock  in  the  afternoon  Lady  Honoria 
Spoke  sat  in  her  ovvn  room  taking  tea 

Long  curtams  of  silk,  the  dull  green  colour  of  jade 
shut  out  the  November  afternoon,  a  fire  of  smaU 

iri'bSt.*^  '  ■  '"'"P*"''  '"^  "^"'^'y'-  '"  ^" 
Lady  Honoria  was  a  tall  graceful  woman,  with 
hair  as  black  as  the  bog  oak  of  her  native  IrelS 
Her  eyes  were  very  large  and  blue,  and  rather 
fretful  m  expression,  often  fretful  when  she  imagined 
that  they  were  merely  sad.  The  mouth,  wluch  was 
the  shape  of  a  Greek  bow,  was  rather  tired  and 
drooped  when,  as  now,  she  was  alone.  Her  whole 
air  was  hstless  and  bored. 
She  sat  looking  at  the  fire,  and  now  and  then 

ble  r  "r  t''.  ""f  '"  ""  '''"^  nacre-encrusteS 
table  on  «hich  the  tea  stood.    Her  hands  were 

87 


88  FIRST  IT  WAS  ORDALNED. 

covered  with  rings,  but  not  with  the  ordinary 
bands  and  ovals  of  diamonds  and  pearls.  She  wore 
rings  of  dull  pewter,  in  which  curious  blue-green 
stones  were  set,  a  heavy  gold  ring  that  had  been 
found  on  the  finger  of  a  courtesan  at  Pompeii,  on 
which  the  words,  "  Amavimus,  Amamus,  Amabimus," 
were  engraved,  and  a  ring  of  worn  iron  which  was 
studded  with  orange  and  violet  spinels. 

She  was  a  woman  who  detested  the  obvious 
and  ordinary,  and  who  loved  beautiful  things  only 
when  they  were  strange  and  rare. 

Her  room— which  she  would  allow  no  one  to  call 
her  boudoir,  and  for  which  she  had  exhausted 
herself  in  the  effort  to  find  a  new  name— reflected 
her  temperament  in  ev-ery  way.  Up  to  a  certain 
height  the  walls  were  covered  with  biscuit  coloured 
canvas.  Then  came  a  narrow  beading  of  wood 
painted  an  old  ivory  white.  Above  tlic  walls  were 
washed  with  faint  green,  an  elusive  memory  of  that 
transparent  copper-green  one  sometimes  sees  in 
sunsets  over  the  fens  of  Ely  or  the  treacherous 
sands  of  the  Wash. 

All  of  the  pictures  on  the  wall  were  expensive 
and  rare  originals,  but  they  were  not  such  as  would 
commend  themselves  to  ordinary  culture  and, 
perhaps,  a  thoroughly  healthy  taste. 

There  was  a  pen  and  ink  drawing  by  Beardslcy, 
the  picture  of  a  young  girl  in  a  large  black  hat 
standing  by  the  statue  of  a  satyr  in  a  wood.  The 
delicacy  of  line  was  faultless,  the  harmony  of  the 
composition  marvellous.  But  the  unhappy  talent 
of  the  artist  had  managed  to  show  an  evil  and 
smirking  sensuahty  in  the  young  face  that  made 
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some  people  shudder,  so  soulless  and  bestial  was 
it — even  in  its  beauty. 

There  was  a  "  Nocturne  "  by  an  artist  who  was 
said  to  surpass  Whistler  in  the  painting  of 
diaphanous  mists;  a  portrait  of  a  ballet  girl  by 
Jan  Van  Beers,  which  in  its  brilliant  impudence 
and  cynical  vulgarity  struck  the  refined  mind 
as  witli  a  physical  blow ;  and  next  to  it  a  simple 
pastoral  scene  by  Algernon  Talmage,  a  thing  flaw- 
less in  its  beauty  and  purity  of  tone,  its  breadth 
and  sense  of  repose.  It  seemed  almost  an  insult 
to  this  picture  that  it  should  be  hung  in  such  a  room 
as  this,  and  the  fact  betrayed  something  freakish 
and  insolent  in  the  mind  of  the  person  who  had 
decorated  the  place. 

The  carpet  of  L?dy  Jionoria's  room  was  a  brick- 
red  Persian  rug,  splashed  here  and  there  with  great 
gouts  of  peacock  blue.  The  chairs  were  all  low, 
and  padded  in  unexpected  places— Gillow's  last 
word  on  such'  luxuries— hothouse  roses  stood  in 
copper  bowls  here  and  there  on  little  tables,  the 
room  was  lighted  entirely  by  candles,  long  white 
candles  in  silver  holders  that  had  once  stood  on 
the  altar  of  a  church. 

Lady  Honoria  rose  from  her  low  chair  in  front 
of  the  fire  and  moved  towards  a  httle  writing  table, 
on  which  were  some  letters  that  must  be  answered. 
She  looked  at  one  or  two,  and  then  put  them  down. 
The  people  who  had  written  to  her  did  not  interest 
her  just  then.  The  various  esoteric  clubs  to  which 
she  belonged,  the  eclectic  little  coteries,  the  societies 
for  the  exploration  of  bye-ways  of  culture  or  super- 
stition (bye-ways  that  sometimes  led  to  very  strange 
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places    i„deed)_noro    of   these    seemed    to    ha^•e 
their  usual  int.rest  or  grip. 

She  had  been  upon  some  unusual  business  tliis 
a  tornoon.  v.sUed  some  folk  with  other  ideal  than 

with  her     Z      \f  '"'^'^    "    meeting  Tmaine"^' 

We  .f  A    ♦      ""i'"^  ^"  exploration  of  an  old 
house  at  Ghent,  and  unlocked  it  with  a  tev  taken 
from  a  drawer  of  her  writing  tab;  ,>.    She  took  out 
a  Ion,  narrow  bottle  and  poured  son.  of  tie  content 
into  a  t.ny  g.lded  liqueur  glass.    The  liquid  sme 

was  Ll?r"'  °'""S'  ""^  ^°°^'^  "l^e  ink.    It 

IsHon^h        °";  V""'^  '"*'"''""'  t"^t  "-as  very 
lashionahle    m    Lady    Honoria's    set    just    then- 

stt'  lut\T^''  ^  "^*  °'  -l-subSateJ^ab- 
"ifeji",  '"'-""^  '^'•^"'^  ''  -d  "^  effects  were 

an?t".nn".  ^°''""?  ^.  *'"y  ^'S'-^^e^e  made  of  tra 
hnJft     °  ""°''"  *'•    This  habit,  also  borrowed 
from  the  sex-worn  demi-monde  of  Paris  and  vLnna 
was  fashionable  just  now  ' 

she'a'L'veTo"'  ""''  "°!-*  ^"°"^  ^^■°"'='^-  ""^  was 
^  ie  a  slave  to  any  mjudicious  habit.    But  she  was 

always  on  the  look-out  for  new  sensations  carefes 
at  the  time  whither  they  n  .ght  lead  or  vhat  the 
moral  aspect  of  them  was.  ^ 

She  was  clever,  far  cleverer  than  most  of  the 
peope  by  whom  she  was  surrounded    But  ,n  Je 

<^u  ucrseii   10  De  led  mto  many  follies  anH 
extravagances.    She  was  excited  and%S  for 
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a  time  at  each  successive  distract,  jn.  But  each 
palled  a  length,  and.  her  eagerness  fed  by  fai'ure 
she  would  plunge  into  turbid  waters  in  the  f.arch 
lor  some  new  thing. 

Shecalledher  wayof  life  "e.xprcssi„g  hertempera- 
m.  nt  It  was  the  jargon  of  her  set.  But  in  silent 
n.ght  watches,  when  thought  stalks  beyond  .^eason 
and  hideous  possibilities  become  hideous  facts  the 
phrase  «as  no  armour  against  a  conscience  in  unrest 
ancl  pain. 

thJhHn''"f "'"'  "^  f  ^""'  '•'^^'-  ^he  liad  married 
the  brilliant  young  banister  Basil  Speke,  attracted 
by  his  agate  intellect    the  strength  and  directness 
0    his  social  tact,  and  the  inordinate  ambition  to 
succeed  which  she  perceived  in  him.    Young  Speke 
five  and  twenty  year-,  ago.  had  been  a  man  of  a 
commandmg  presence.    He  was  a  nitty  and  de- 
lightful companion,  hs.d  *o  the  full  that  half-mocking 
deference,    that   light   modern   substitute   for   the 
ciuv.-iiy  of  the  middle  age.  which  pleases  a  clever 
and  imaginative  girl  of  the  upper  classes,  because  she 
discerns  m  ^t  a  somewhat  deeper  sentiment  beneath. 
His   family   was   sufficiently  good.     His   income 
as  a  rising  junior  was  beginning  to  be  large 

n.e  Earl  of  Erse  was  not  a  representative  peer 
nor  was  he  a  wealthy  one.  His  daughter  had  made 
e.xperience  of  two  London  season,  under  tht  «in> 
of  her  aunt,  Lady  Jane  Ciiaden,  who  had  married 
Mr.  Cruden,  thr  wealthy  Liverpool  engineer.  It 
'"f'  thought  a  ^  ,y  fairly  satisfactory  engagement 
when  Honoria  accepted  Mr.  Basil  Speke 

In  the  eyes  of  all  the  Erse  family  the  marriage 
had  been  well  justified.    Speke  had  increased  in 
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eminence  and  prosperity  at  tlie  Junior  Bar 
Against  the  advice  of  many  of  his  legal  friends 
he  had  taken  silk.  He  had  been  justified  in  the 
step.  In  tiic  first  year  of  his  nepiicw  Roland's 
niarriage,  he  was  beginning  to  be  known  as  one 
ot  the  Lading  King's  Counsel. 

In  the  iifth  year,  owing  to  a  sudden  mortality 
among  the  judges  and  a  fortunate  co.nbination  ui 
political   circumstances,   he   had   been   eievated   to 
tlie    bench.      It    was    said    everywhere    that    the 
appointment  was  a  "job."    Nothing  like  it  had 
been  known  before.    There  was  a  dignified  outcry 
m  the  columns  of  the  responsible  press.    But  the 
responsible  press  had  long  since  ceased  to  be  widely 
read      It  was  an  era  of  young  men.    What  in  1905 
had  been  an  impossibihty  became  a  fact  in  1910 
whirl, tT    °\  i""',  ^''^^    newspaper    syndicates 
V.    ,  '^  f  f.''*^'^  ^  ^'^'^  °^  """"^^'^  ^'l'"  only  thought 
m  the  head-hnes  of  their  favourite  halfpenny  jour- 
nals had  altered  the  old  balance  of  affairs.    They 
influenced  the  voters  and  so  controlled  the  mass 
of  public  opinion.    It  was  the  era  of  quick  pro- 
motion and  young  men. 

Basil  Speke,  two  months  ago,  had  become  Mr 
Jus  ice  Speke  in  the  Law  Reports  and  Sir  Basil 
Speke  m  pnvate  life. 

Lady  Honoria  dropped  her  cigarette  of  tea  into 
a  cave  of  glowing  cedar  wood  when  it  was  half 
fimshed  She  di6,'t  really  like  cigarettes  made  of 
tea  but  to  smoke  them  happened  to  be  the  thin? 
m  her  set.  and  she  was  sincere  enough  to  carry  on 
her  pose  when  alone,  in  the  somewhat  futile  effort 
to  convince  herself  of  its  reahty. 
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There  was  a  knock  at  the  door. 

rih,'.?""!''!  '^^  "."!-''■    '*  ^■■'^'  P''^'  °^  her  personal 
ritual  not  to  say  "  Come  in." 

Tlie  door  opened  and  her  husband  enter-  1 
He  was  a  man  of  medium  height,  dressed  in  a 
lounge  suit  of  dark  grey  tweed.  Hi.  f..ce  was  clem, 
siiaved.  The  keen  and  arduous  lif...  he  hiul  l.d 
had  made  gashes  in  iiis  cheeks,  li,  ,  which  s,e,n,  d 
oddly  at  variance  with  the  rather  full  and  youthful 
mouth  He  was  shm.  and  as  he  came  into  tlie 
room  did  not  in  the  least  suggest  tl,e  rather  ternble 
figure  a  judge  has  in  tlie  popular  imagination 

Yet  during  the  last  few  weeks  many  of  the  eat 
hawk-faced  leaders  of  the  bar.  and  many  a  1  ..er- 
able  wrongdoer  between  two  warders,  had  realised 
the  force  of  this  brain  hidden  behind  a  curious 
but  not  mstantly  compelling  mask.  Perhaps  there 
IS  a  virtue  in  a  horse-hair  frame  to  a  face ;  perhaps 
ermine  and  a  high  seat  have  influence.  Who  can 
tell !  Nevertheless,  Mr.  Justice  Speke  was  already 
beginning  to  falsify  the  predictions  of  the  envious 
ajnd  the  psychologist  alone  could  have  said  that 
this  was  due  to  no  accident  of  costume  or  environ- 
ment. 

Tlie  Judge  came  into  the  room  rather  quickly. 

He  had  a  halfpenny  evening  paper  in  his  hand. 
Lady  Honoria  saw  that  there  was  an  acid  smile 
(hckenng  m  the  corners  of  his  full  lips.  He  sat 
down  on  an  ottoman  by  the  fire. 

"  I^  have  been  trying  a  West  End  palmistry 
case,  he  began  in  a  quiet  and  level  voice  "If 
you  ever  read  anything  but  the  Occult  Review  you 
would  have  seen  the  reports  of  it.    An  impudent 
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charlatan,  calling  herself  Madame  Paula,  who  has 
had  a  place  in  Bond  Street,  has  been  prosecuted 
by  the  Commissioner  of  Police  in  a  sudden  access 
of  zeal.    The  case  has  been  wasting  the  time  of  the 
court  for  two  days.    Why  on  earth  these  people 
shouldn't  be  allowed  to  practise  on  the  credulity 
of  fools,  I  don't  know.    StiU,  I  didn't  make  the 
law  which  has  apprehended  them.    You  will  be 
interested  to  know  that  a  shrewd  young  gentleman 
who  was  retained  for  the  defence  read  out  a  list 
of  what  he  called  '  celebrated  Society  ladies '  who 
had    consulted    this    creature— a    clever    enough 
woman  I  must  sa}',  judging  by  her  demeanour  in 
the  dock.    The  last  name  on  the  list  was  your 
name.    There   was,  of  course,   what  this  rag  "— 
he   tapped   the   newspaper  impatiently— "  calls  a 
sensation  in  court.    I  will  leave  the  paper  for  you 
to  read  and  reflect  on.     You  will  find  that  though 
you  have  very  nearly  succeeded  in  making  a  fool 
of  me,  you  have  quite  succeeded  in  making  a  fool  of 
yourself.    Really,  Honoria,  I  should  have  thought 
you  were  too  clever  a  woman  to  have  done  any- 
thing of  the  sort.    Of  course  it  doesn't  matter  very 
much.    The  Duchess  of  Romney  is  in  the  same 
box  and  several  other  well-known  women.    And 
again,  no  one  has  time  to  remember  anything  for 
more  than  three  days.    Still,  I  do  ask  you  to  be 
more  careful." 

"How  very  unfortunate,"  she  said.  "Every- 
body went,  so,  of  course,  I  went  too.  And  really 
the  woman  did  tell  me  some  extraordinary  things. 
I  couldn't  have  foreseen  the  ridiculous  police  pro- 
secution, could  I  ?  " 
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"You  are  very  adaptable,  Honoria,"  he  said, 
"  and  if  we  had  begun  to  live  a  rational  life  in  the 
first  instance,  I  daresay  we  should  have  been  quite 
happy  people.  As  it  is,  we  manage  to  make  the 
best  of  things.  You  have  your  interests— such  as 
they  are— and  I  have  my  work — such  as  it  is." 

There  was  a  silence  in  the  warm  and  luxurious 
room. 

The  soft  light  of  the  candles  played  upon  two 
distinguished  and  two  very  tired  faces.  For  a 
moment  there  was  a  hunger  in  the  eyes  of  this 
celebrated  man  and  woman. 

A  hunger  for  what  ?— they  were  both  acquainted 
with  people  who  could  have  told  them,  both  were 
afraid  to  search  the  depths  of  their  own  souls  and 
find  out  the  truth  for  themselves. 

A  log  of  cedar,  half  eaten  through  by  the  fire, 
fell  with  a  crash  and  burst  into  flame.  Husband 
and  wife  saw  each  other  clearly  in  the  sudden 
illimiination. 

Lady  Honoria  got  up  and  walked  over  to  where 
the  Judge  sat. 

"  I  am  awfully  sorry,  dear,"  she  said.  "  But 
really  one  does  these  things  to  kill  the  time." 

"  I  know,"  he  answered.  Then  there  was  another 
silence. 

"  It  is  a  very  good  thing,"  he  resumed  at  length, 
with  a  flash  of  that  sardonic  humour  which  had 
made  him  feared.  "  It  is  an  excellent  thing  that 
Time  soon  kills  people  who  are  always  trying  to 
kill  him.  I  suppose  you  have  never  thought  of 
turning  your  activities  and  your  considerable  talents 
to  doing  some  good  ?    It   would   look   becoming 
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in  a  judge's  wife,  if  there  is  no  other  reason.    A 
new  pa:nter  has  been  discovered.  Madame  Paula 

cardtl     R^?J'  ^°"  '^"^^  '"^'"t^-l  -  fresh 
card  game.    But  the  poor  still  stand  where  they 

She  sat  down  again  with  a  weary  sigh.     "  Don't 
mock  me."  she  said.     "The  time  L^ne  by  foJ 

h..n '/°"k '  •""  *°  ^""  °"^  ^^y  °f  «f«     We  have 
been  too  busy  getting  on  in  the  world  all  these 

of'that.'^'    ""'* '''  '^"^"""^  ^^^""^ '°  *h«  -^y 

..  ''Let's  change  the  subject,"  the  judge  answered. 

This  mornmg  I   had  a  most   mipleasant  letter 
from  the  Dean  of  St.  Boniface  about  Patrick!" 

Lady  Honoria  flushed  uneasily 

Son  VW.1,     H  "^"""^  ^.""  "P  '^"""g  Commemora- 
^on  Week.    He's  not  fit  to  be  Dean  of  a  college. 
He  has  no  sympathy  with  the  ideals  and  pursuits 
of  young  men.    If  you  had  sent  Pat  to^cSt 
Church  as  I  wanted  you  to.  you  would  have  saved 
both  of  us  no  end  of  worry  and  misery.    What 
does  the  man  write  about  now  '  " 
Sir  BasU  took  a  letter  from  his  pocket-book 
•  J  „'^  °°  "^^'^*°  read  the  whole  of    the 
epis  c,"   he    said    drily,    "and    the    man   writes 

whKhe"."  ^r^  -"'"«  -  G^-''  charlc  e^ 
while  the  sue  of  his  words  reminds  one  of  thos^ 
misdirected  geniuses  who  can  write  the  Book  of 

S~ -';e;ti^t,:^:,-j^-a-  ^n 
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const^tly  enterSi^/f:''  ^*'"'^''  '"^^s,  whom  ho  ia 
He  ha,  Utdy  ^m  ?  ''^  T"  °'  '*=''  ?"»'"'=  "'^'•"^r. 

has  .,„r  Lt:  ^uT^fy- „vrofi«  ^^r,*-^^" 

IVhIk  Sir   B»a   was  tcdim  the  Idiir  »v.k 

?.  r   .■  ,    ^°*  ^''°'"  yo"  0''  from  me  !  " 
h.^    ;^"r^    ^    "®''*''    "-emember    running    after 
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"  XT  ^.u*  "°'"  ^''^  ^^''^'  ^*^  ^  <J"'ck  look  at  him. 
Neither   your    failings,    nor   your    virtues,    have 
been  amatory  ones." 

His  lips  hardened.  '"WW  do  you  mean, 
Honona?  he  said,  in  the  voice  of  the  lawyer, 
the  hard  vibrant  voice  of  the  courts. 

"  Oh,  you  know  very  well !  "  she  said.  "  There 
IS  no  need  for  any  explanation  between  us.  We 
agreed  when  we  were  married  what  sort  of  Ufa  we 
were  to  lead  together.  You  didn't  want  a  large 
lamily  to  spoil  your  career  when  it  was  beginning 
and  now  wlmt  have  I  got  ?  You've  got  your  work 
and  aU  the  excitement  of  that.  I've  got  just  my 
amusements  and  the  daily  misery  of  seeing  our 
poor  wretched  boy  going  to  the  Devil !  And  you 
teU  me  to  go  and  work  among  the  poor  I  Good 
uod,  to  work  among  the  poor !  " 

She  began  to  laugh,  a  laugh  so  hollow,  mirthless, 
and  cold  that  the  man  who  had  been  present  at  so 
many  tragedies  and  remained  untouched,  began 
to  tremble.  He  recognised  the  note,  but  with  an 
essential  difference  in  the  recognition  now.  It 
had  come  into  his  own  life,  that  was  all. 
"If  we  had  had  a  family,  do  you  think  they 

"  ?*  T  u  ..      "^   ^^^"  "''^   P^t"<=k  ?  "   she   cried. 

It  1  had  daughters  and  sons  growing  up  round 
me  like  Roland's  wife   ..." 

';  What  of  Roland's  wife  ?  "  he  said  wearily. 
Ive   been   there  to-day,"   she  answered.     "I 
drove  down  after  an  early  lunch." 

"  I  see,"  he  answered  kindly.  "  Honoria,  you're 
aU  nerves.  You've  been  upset  by  an  unaccustomed 
spec'acle-a  middle-class  Paradise  in  active  opera- 
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tionl    Now    my  dear,   sit    down    and    smoke   a 
cigarette  with  me  and  tell  me  all  about  it     What 
on  earth  is  the  use  of  scenes?    Can  they  alter 
anythmg  ?    And  would  you  really  alter  any  of  the 
conditions  of  your  Ufe  if  you  could  ?     I  very  much 
doubt  ,t.    Let's  make  the  best  of  the  very  consider- 
able benefits  we  do  enjoy.    As  for  Pat.  well  IVe 
got  a  plan  which  will  kill  or  cure  that  young  gentle- 
man  !    By  the  time  I  retire  and  go  to  th!  Upper 
House    I  don't  doubt  that  he'll  be  a  man  fit  to 
succeed  to  the  title.    I'm  going  to  be  rough  with 
him.  Honona!    A  little  emotion  does  you  good  I 
You   are   looking   wonderful    to-night!    You   are 
just  the  girl  you  were  on  the  day  we  were  married 
in  the  little  church  at  Erse  !  " 

He  sat  down  close  beside  her  and  took  her  hand 
in  his. 

The  genuine  admiration  in  his  voice,  the  mag- 
netism of  his  whole  manner,  soothed  and  quieted 
his  wife.  Her  outburst  had  been  very  real  For 
a  moment  her  womanhood  had  spoken  from  beneath 
the  veneer  of  an  artificial  and  decadent  hfe. 

"  A  mother  is  a  mother  still. 
The  holiest  thing  alive." 

So  Coleridge  sang  the  Truth  in  graceful  words 
And  in  the  heart  of  this  brilliant  woman  of  the 
world  the  starved  instinct  still  lay  dormant  Her 
cry  of  reproach  to  him  had  been  very  bitter. 

But  the  passion  of  the  moment  rose  like  a  sudden 
flame  and  sank  again.  The  kindly  words  of  the 
strong  man  she  loved  stiU.  and  who  loved  her  in 
bis  way  and  had  always  been  kind  to  her.  queUe4 
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the  flame.  She  surrendered  herself  to  a  moment 
of  confidential  intimacy,  a  luxury  of  companion- 
ship which  was  a  rarity  to  both  of  them  in  the 
crowdud  and  exigent  life  they  led. 

"  I  thought  I  would  drive  down  to  Bedford  Park 
and  see  Gertrude  Speke,"  Lady  Honoria  began. 
I  wanted  to  take  the  children  some  toys  and  some 
frmt-they  are  always  so  gratehil  for  anything 
of  the  sort,  don't  you  know.  And,  besides,  Emily 
Verschmidt  wanted  me  to  skate  at  Prince's  with  her 
and  I  wanted  to  be  out  of  the  way.  I  hate  Prince's. 
So  I  drove  down.  Roland  was  away,  of  course, 
at  his  office,  but  Gertrude  was  in  and  aU  the  chUdren 
Five  of  them,  Basil !  " 

"How  terrible!"  the  judge  answered,  with 
genuine  commiseration  in  his  voice.  "  His  salary 
at  this  precious  Confraternity  can't  be  more  than 
five  hundred  a  year.  Five  little  brats  ranging 
from  one  year  old  to  five-phew!  And  quite  a 
poky  bttle  house,  of  course  ?  " 

"  Well,  no;   the  house  -s  a  fair  size.    Rents  are 

c*eap  down  there,  you  know.    It's  where  the  better 

class  of  actor  lives,  and  journalists  and  publishers; 

interesting  people  in  a  way.    The  house  has  a  roof 

of  red  tiles  and  odd  little  gables.    It's  what  is  called 

artistic    I  beUeve,  by  the  local  tradesmen.    The 

children  have  a  huge  garret  at  the  top  of  the  house 

to  play  m.    Roland's  study-she  showed  t  to  me- 

is  downstairs.    Do  you  know.  Basil,  I  believe  it's 

aU  nonsense  what  Dr.  Ninian  Newton  goes  about 

teUing  everyone  about  losing  one's  figure  if  one 

has  a  famly !    Gertrude  was  looking  in  splendid 

health  ^4  her  figure  is  perfect  stiU.    All  these 
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children  seem  to  have  done  her  good  I  They  really 
are  such  dear  httle  things.  Bernard,  the  eldest, 
IS  a  little  laughing  thing  exactly  like  one  of  Dona- 
teUi's  angels.  He  wears  little  hoUand  knicker- 
bockers and  a  hoUand  blouse,  and  he  sat  on  my 
lap  and  kept  laughing  and  kissing  me   .    .    ." 

Her  voice  failed  for  a  moment.  Something 
seemed  to  stab  the  heart  of  the  man  who  sat  by  her 
It  was  a  physical  sensation.  He  pressed  her  hand. 
She  went  on  with  her  story. 

"  They  were  delighted  with  the  toys,  and  Gertrude 
was  so  pleased  \vith  some  gowns  -.nd  things  I  took 
her.    She  says  she  will  alter  them  and  make  them 
look  like  new.    They  are  quite  poor,  you  know. 
Roland  has  five  hundred  and  fifty  from  his  oflke 
and  a  hundred  of  his  own.    His  life  is  heavUy 
msured,  and  every  year  they  put  away  a  hundred 
pounds  for  the   two  boys'   education.    They  are 
entered   at    Winchester.    Gertrude   manages   with 
two  servants,  a  Uttle  nursemaid,  who  looks  more 
Uke  a  rag-doU  than  I  should  have  thought  it  possible 
for  a  human  being  to  look,  and  a  general  servant 
She  seems  in  the  highest  spirits  though,  simply 
bubblmg  over  with  them.    Before  I  went,  Roland 
came  home,  bringing  a  friend  with  him.    He  had 
left  the  office  early.    He  seemed  awfully  glad  to 
see  me.    I  asked  him  to  bring  Gertrude  to-night 
but  she  wouldn't  leave  the  babies.    So  Roland  is 
commg  without  her,  and  he's  bringing  his  friend 
mstead." 

"  Who  was  the  friend  .'  " 
"Oh,  quite  a  discovery,  BasU,"  she  went  on 
with   increasing   vivacity.    "A   charming  person. 
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Angus  Evan  TuUoch,  the  writer.  Of  course  I 
knew  his  name,  just  as  one  knows  about  the  Monu- 
ment, but  Id  never  read  anything  he  had  written. 
U  course,  he  belongs  to  quite  another  period,  the 
Dickens  and  Wilkie  CoUins  period.  I  suppos^  we 
should  laugh  at  what  he  does  now." 

"  I  know  all  about  him,"  Sir  Basil  said.     "  There 
are  a  good  many  people  who  wouldn't  laugh  at  him 
-outs.de  your  delightful  set,  Honoria,  of  course^ 
He  goes  away  for  The  Times  when  there  is  anvthine 
very  special    his  weekly  causerie  in  The   Umpire 
«  quite  the  last  thing  of  its  kind  in  London.    It's 
^hd  and  ,veU-mformed  and  full  of  ripe  experience. 
Really,  when  the  whole  press  is  full  of  the  facile 
impertinences    of    your    epicene    young    friends 
Honorm   the  writing  of  this  man  is  a  God-send." 
veil,  has  promised  to  come  with  Roland  to- 
night, and  you  can  talk  to  him.    Such  a  fine  man. 
feet  one.  clean  shaved,  snow-white  hair  and  a 
mouth  that  IS  always  twitching  with  some  really 
funny  story  or  idea.    He's  a  personality.    Even 
m  a  crowd  like  there  will  be  to-night  he  will  be 
^«./  effective.    He  told  me  some  splendid  stories 
He  has  known  everyone.    He  helped  Disraeli  out 
of  the  House  of  Parliament  once  when  he'd  had 
ZZ     ^""i'T^'''"^"'  ^  »«-"-that  he  could 

SSaTR  -^"f  *\'°  ^'^^'^'"^  Newman  was 
failing  at  Birmmgham  he  went  down  to  interview 
him  on  some  political  question,  and  they  disagreed, 
and  the  poor  old  Cardinal  grew  so  cross  thit  h^ 
threw  his  bowl  of  bread  and  milk  at  him  f  He 

Of   Lincoln.    He'd   put   his   portm^.teau   in   the 
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ba^age  room  of  one  of  the  big  stations.  Paddington, 
1  think.  You  know  there  is  a  long  counter  and  to 
prevent   confu^on    «,ey   have   l/tter,"'„p' Tbo^e 

lus  bag  he  stood  at  the  wrong  place  at  the  cotnte 
-hes    very    short-sighted.     'What    name  P '    tlte 

answeU'^'^'Go  ?t'?P   °i   ^^~^"    *"  Bish^' 
answered.      Go  to  L,'  said  the  porter  !    The  nonr 

toth?R^r  t«-i^.ly.shocked.  anJ^ent  five  pou'^d 
to  the  Railway  Mission  the  next  day  >  " 

The  wrinkles  in  the  judge's  face  became  accen 
tuated  and  he  chuckled  with  delight  ^'ishTl 
make  a  ,omt  of  talking  to  your  friend'this  evening:" 

askeJ'"''"T''  "'""^  ^T^  •"  y°"  ^t'^dy?"  she 
asked.  Of  course,  aU  the  downstairs  rooms 
are  in  the  hands  of  Gunter's  people.  I  was  w 
going  to  have  some  soup  here  before  I  driss  •• 

hereSvL    T^'  '^'"'  ^  ^"  ''^^^  «"»«""ng 
SunnnTp  T  ^        Some^^up  and  chicken  would  do 
suppose  I  ring  and  order  it." 

Lady  Honoria's   maid  answered   the  summons 

Sir  bLm  °'*  *""!  *^f  '"^P^'  ">-!  was  brought 
Sir  BasU  never  drank  anything  but  hot  water 
and  dyspepsia  had  robbed  the  tablf  of  any  pleSres 
;t  might  have  had  for  him.  In  the  middle  of  the 
luxury  m  which  he  Uved,  his  own  tastes  were  those 
of  an  anchorite.  He  smoked  an  occasional  dgaJette 
and  now  and  then  took  a  morning  ride  on  1^  an 

fte  would  send  to  pnson  on  the  morrow  would 
hardly  live  more  simply  than  his  judge. 
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The  more  material  joys  of  existence  had  Uttle 
part  in  this  man's  life.  He  had  lived  to  win  a  high 
place  in  the  world,  and  he  had  done  so  at  an  early 
age.  And  in  the  midst  of  the  pomp  and  circum- 
stance m  which  he  lived,  with  the  prospect  of  still 
greater  things  before  him,  Sir  Basil  Speke  was  just 
beginning  to  wonder  if  his  adiievements  were  worth 
the  trouble  after  all. 

As  he  sipped  his  hot  water  and  crumbled  his 
toast  he  looked  round  the  rich  room,  filled  with 
dehcate  apricot  light,  at  the  beautiful  woman  who 
sat  near  him,  and  a  sudden  contrast  came  to  his 
mind's  eye,  a  pictui^s  conjured  up  by  his  wife's 
words,  a  picture  of  the  child-ridden  house  at  Bedford 
Park,  the  house  tiiat  "  is  called  '  artistic '  by  local 
tradesmen." 

He  was  not  a  man  who  allowed  liimself  either  the 
pleasures  or  the  perils  of  imagination.  He  thought 
'magmation,  Uke  prayer,  a  dangerous  drug  that 
unsettled  the  mind.  Almost  as  soon  as  the  vision 
came  to  him,  he  asserted  his  mind's  control  and 
banished  it.  It  was  this  warm  and  enervating 
room— how  could  women  live  so  softly  .'—this 
extreme  and  harmonious  calculation  of  luxury 
that  had  influenced  him  for  a  moment.  No  wonder 
his  wife  was  always  immersed  in  some  new  doctrine 
or  phase  of  frothy  fashionable  thought!  Wlio 
wouldn't  be,  Uving  like  this  ? 
Thus  ran  his  thoughts. 

But  he  saw  that  Lady  Honoria  was  pleased  at 
his  presence  and  had  quite  recovered  herself  He 
was  naturally  a  very  kindly  man,  and  he  began  to 
make  the  most  of  this  quiet  hour  together  with  her 
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which  was  such  an  unusual  occurrence.  She,  at 
any  rate,  sliould  l.jvc  the  best  of  the  hour— he  had 
alwa-s  given  her  the  best  of  everything  for  twenty 
years— except  perhaps  of  one  thing. 

"TeU  me  who  you've  got  coming,  dear,"  he 
said,  "And  what  you  are  going  to  do  to  amuse 
tliem  ? " 

"  Well,"  she  answered,  "  of  course  this  is  the  first 
big  crowd  we've  had  since  you  got  your  judgeship. 
Its  a  sort  of  official  reception,  don't  you  know. 
But  you  can  slip  away  after  you've  been  on  show 
for  an  hour,  if  you  want  to.    Thi;  Duke  wiU  come 
about  half-past  ten  and  stay  for  twenty  minutes. 
After   that    it   doesn't    matter.    Oh,    everyone   is 
commg.    People   one   really   would  Uke   to   have, 
and  people  one  just  asks  on  an  occasion  of  this  sort, 
mere  society  people." 
''  Are  all  your  crew  of  oddities  coming  ?  " 
"I  wish  you  were  a  httle  more  interested  in 
modern  movements,  Basil,"  she  answered.    "  Yes, 
my  oddities,   as  you  caU  them,   are  all  coming.' 
For  some  reason  or  other  that  I  don't  pretend 
to  understand,  people  of  real  genius  seem  to  hke 
to  be  at  parties  where  there  are  a  lot  of  smart  people. 
I  shouldn't  have  asked  any  of  my  real  friends  on 
a  purely  official  and  necessary  occasion  Uke  this, 
if  I  didn't  know  that  they  would  be  offended  if  "' 
didn't.       Though  what  the  real  aristocracy,   >   0 
aristocracy  of  inUUect,  can  see  in  the  aristocratj 
of  the  Blue  Book  I  never  could  understand." 

"I  can  very  well,"  he  replied.    "  WeU,  go  on 
dear."  ^        ' 

"  I've  got  Spa£  .etti  singing  for  the  general  crowd. 


Sir 
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She's  not  singing  this  week  at  opera,  and  I've  got 
her  for  fifty  guineas  by  a  little  jucLcious  flattery. 
And  f,  'he  more  interesting  people,  I've  arranged 
with  Emily  Verschmidt  that  she  will  recite  Ver- 
l.iine's  '  CoUc^ue  SentimeUal '  to  an  accompaniment 
of  muted  harps  under  the  direction  of  Humphrey 
England.  You  know  he  is  the  boy  all  London  is 
raving  about.  He  plays  aU  sorts  of  strange  instru- 
ments and  simply  makes  them  speak.  He  has 
been  studying  the  Japanese  fiddle.  It  onlv  has 
on?  string.  Yet  a  week  ago,  at  the  Tyringhara's, 
he  played  for  a  whole  hour,  interpreting  Petrarch's 
single  phrase  '  Sono  VAmore,  difida  di  me.'" 

"How  insufferably  dull!  What  a  stupendous 
waste  of  time  I  " 

"  C  n,  you  don't  understand,  Basil.  It's  no  use 
cxpl  lining  subtle  beauties  to  you.  You  see  every- 
thing in  the  cold  dry,  coarse  light  of  the  courts. 
You  know  rothing  of  the  artistic  life." 

"Except  where  it  often  leads  a  mm,  Honoria. 
\\  e  learn  strange  lessons  in  those  courts  sometimes 
I  shall  not  easily  forget  the  sight  of  a  leader  in  the 
world  of  '  art.'  which  you  speak  of  so  reverently 
as  he  stood  in  t!,e  dock  and  the  judge  was  sentenc-ng 
him.  It  was  many  years  ago  now,  before  your 
time,  but  I  shall  not  easily  forget  the  protrudin- 
eyes  and  the  face  the  colour  of  a  brick.  Only  tlie 
year  before  the  man  had  been  a  guest  at  the  table 
of  the  judge  who  sent  him  to  prison." 

"  Oh,  don't  strike  such  a  harsh  note,"  she  said 
with  a  little  shudder.  "  It  is  astonishing  how,  in 
England,  art  must  be  obvious  and  stodgy  before 
people  think  it's  respectable.    The  ordinary  English 
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mind  thinks  that  anything  in  art  that  it  can't  under- 
stand  IS  devilish  I  " 

The  judge  laughed  at  her  vehemence.  These 
questions  seemed  to  fill  his  wife's  life.  She  could 
actually  get  excited  over  them  I  They  seemed  so 
immeasurably  trivial  to  him.  Yet  he  knew  that 
she  was  clever.  How  was  it  that  nothing  more 
worth  doing  interested  her  ? 

*J^i ',  '^^i  "*,  "'*  '''^'"'  ''"'^  *""  '°^'^''y  face  with 
the  balanced  glance  of  critical  judgment,  the  look 

c  ~ast  upon  the  people  he  was  to  sway  or  influence 
his  profession.  Again  he  asked  himself  the 
I,  estion,  and  found  no  answer  to  it.  Yet  had  liis 
C)  -3  been  opened,  those  mental  eyes  which  aU  the 
world  knew  were  so  incomparably  keen,  he  would 
liave  found  tlie  answer  in  a  flash. 

His  nephew  Roland  could  have  told  him 

The  answer  was  in  the  room  *ven 

He  had  finished  his  frugal  meal  and  stood  with 

»  X?''?,  *"..*'"'  ^"^  '°*''''"6  '"""d  the  room. 
Hullo  I     he  said,  pointing  to  the  comer  of  one 
wall,      thats  new.   isn't   it?    I   don't   remember 
seeing  that  before."  remember 

She  followed  his  glance.  Upon  a  bracket  an 
Indian  idol  squatted.  Its  face  wore  an  indolent 
and  cunning  smile,  there  was  something  indes- 
cribably sinister  in  the  droop  of  the  eyelids.  And 
above  this  evil  thing  hung  a  crucifix  carved  in  ivory 
Ah.  yes.  •  she  answered  eagerly.  '■  That  was 
Enuly  Verschnudt's  idea.  Isn't  it  symbolic? 
Buddha  and  Chnst,  the  two  idols  of  the  East  and 
the  West,  00th  superficially  hideous,  and  both 
with  an  inner  beauty  | " 
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Sir  BasU  did  not  answer.  Christianity  meant 
no  more  to  him  than  an  ordered  system -for  the 
government  of  states.  But  there  was  yet  something 
in  his  wife's  careless  reference  that  gave  him  a 
shock.  To  -ise  the  crucifix  as  an  item  of  decoration 
in  order  t  »mphasise  a  bizarre  idea  gave  him  a 
shock. 

Husband  and  wife  were  both  blind.  Human 
and  natural  love  had  not  caught  them  and  bound 
them  together.  There  were  secrets  in  their  mutual 
Lfe  which  Father  Grogan  was  telling  the  world  were 
hideous  secrets.  And  not  knowing  the  wonder 
of  human  love,  unblemished,  unrestrained,  how 
could  either  know  or  even  faintly  understand  the 
Wonder  of  that  Love  which  is  both  human  and 
D}\  ne  ? 

"  AU  that  Sir  BasU  said  was :  "  I  don't  suppose 
that  juxtaposition  would  please  some  of  your 
fnends  among  the  clergy,  though  the  Cross  has  a 
higher  place  than  Buddha.  I  suppose,  by  the  way 
^o-ni^htf''   ^  ^^  contingent   of  parsons  coming 

^,\?^:.  7^^'  '^'^°  Bishops  and  Monsignor 
Ffolhott  from  Westminster  Cathedral— he's  the 
Cardinal's  secretary,  you  know.  Then  Canon  Escott 
is  coming,  and  Father  Grogan." 

"  Roland  will  be  in  a  congenial  atmosphere  then 
Do  you  know,  Honoria,  that  our  worthy  nephew 
has  become  a  real  force  in  the  land  ?  I  meant  to 
,  y°^'^f°«  we  dined,  but  we  talked  of  something 
e^.  ITiis  League  or  Confraternity,  or  whatever 
they  call  it,  has  caught  on  tremendously  during 
the  past  two  years.    It  was  received  with  peals  of 
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laughter  at  first,  of  course.  But  Sir  Michael 
Manichoe  got  influential  people  to  join,  a  man  with 
several  millions  can  always  do  that  sort  of  thing, 
and  the  thing  began  to  grow.  It  was  a  stroke  of 
genius  to  couple  the  name  of  the  Holy  Ghost  with 
the  thing.  It  is  astonishing  what  an  enormous 
proportion  of  English  men  and  women  are  chained 
to  the  old  superstitions  still.  Half  the  cranks  in 
the  country  belong  now  !  The  Bishops  have  waited 
imtil  they  have  seen  that  the  thing  was  a  success, 
and  now  they  are  coming  in  too.  Half  the  crack- 
brained  parsons  in  Crockford  are  preaching  'be 
fruitful  and  multiply  I '  And  now  comes  the 
cleverness  of  the  whole  thing.  The  astute  folk 
at  the  head  of  it,  Manichoe,  Childe,  and  Co.,  floated 
it  successfully  as  a  religious  movement — and  any- 
one with  sufficient  impudence  could  revive  cow- 
worship  and  make  it  succeed  in  this  enlightened 
land — and  novo  they're  beginning  to  work  the 
political  gag  as  well.  When  they've  thoroughly 
welded  politics  and  religion,  as  they  are  in  a  fair 
way  to  do,  then  they  will  really  become  a  power. 
We  shall  see  ParUamentary  candidates  elected  for 
the  size  of  their  families  before  long !  Sir  Arthur 
Childe  has  begun  to  frighten  the  people  about  the 
fall  in  population — and  I  allow  it  is  big — and  the 
whole  gang  are  working  up  a  kind  of  frothy  senti- 
mental patriotism  in  the  silly  public  mind.  Add 
female  religious  hysteria  to  this,  and  goodness  knows 
where  it  will  end.  They  are  putting  our  worthy 
nephew  into  Parliament  I  He's  standing  for  a 
northern  division  on  a  cry  that  will  exactly  appeal 
to  the  class  of  voters  be's  trying  for,    'Have  a$ 
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many  children  as  you  please,  and  make  the  State 
pay  for  them,'  is  what  it  comes  to  in  effect.  For 
example,  a  man  and  his  wife  pay  just  the  same 
income  tax  on  their  joint  incomes  whether  they  have 
no  children  or  a  dozen.  A  home  with  no  children 
pays  no  heavier  rates  than  one  with  a  thriving 
family.  Roland,  my  dear  Honoria,  is  going  to 
change  all  this.  Under  the  protection  of  the 
•  Holy  Ghost,'  and  with  the  backing  of  that  renegade 
Jew  Manichoe  he  is  going  to  become  the  apostle 
of  the  idle,  shiftless,  careless  poor,  and  shout 
'  BREED  !  and  we  do  the  rest  I '  " 

Lady  Honoria  laughed.  "I  can  see  that 
Roland  will  become  quite  a  swell,"  she  said.  "  But 
why  are  you  so  bitter  about  it  ?  We  have  always 
liked  Roland  and  been  friends  with  him,  even  when 
he  did  so  badly  for  himself  over  his  marriage- 
Adelaide  Tyringham  was  dying  for  him." 

"  I'm  bitter  because  I  am  constantly  confronted 
with  successful  humbug.  As  for  Roland,  I  didn't 
think  the  lad  had  it  in  him.  I'm  not  angry  with 
him,  Heaven  forbid  !  He  will  be  one  of  the  national 
heroes  some  day— like  Dan  Leno  or  General  Booth- 
one  of  the  people  a  man  in  my  position  has  to  meet 
and  be  civil  to." 

"  But,  Basil,  I'm  sure  he  is  sincere.  And  he  only 
gets  ;f5oo  a  year." 

"  Which  would  be  doubled  to-morrow  if  he  wanted 
It.  He  is  well  advised  to  stay  poor  at  present 
As  for  smcerity— what  is  it  ?  A  man  can  hypnotise 
himself  mto  believing  in  anything,  while  he  is  making 
a  success  of  it.  I  have  seen  dozens  of  hard-working 
honest,   respectable   burglars   sentenced   to   penal 
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servitude  with  the  utmost  suavity  and  goodwill 
on  both  sides ;  men  who  were  good  fathers  and 
husbands,  with  no  vices  whatever — except,  of  course, 
their  Uttle  professional  failing.  No  doubt  these 
people  looked  up  "a  their  trade  with  pride  and  not 
the  slightest  misgiving.  They  took  the  risk  of 
imprisonment  just  as  the  miner  takes  the  risk  of 
fire-damp.  It's  all  a  question  of  environment. 
Surrounded  by  the  sort  of  people  who  surround 
Roland,  anyone  would  believe  in  this  mad  pro- 
paganda. Look  at  the  names  they've  got !  Don't 
you  remember  in  '  Vanity  Fair '  how  well  Thackeray 
puts  it  ?  Sir  Pit  and  Lady  Jane  Crawley  are  asked 
to  a  party  at  that  notorious  old  blackguard's,  Lord 
Steyne.  Both  of  them  are  thoroughly  respectable 
and  religious  people.  'Where  we  see  such  people 
as  the  Bishop  of  Ealing  and  his  wife,'  Sir  Pit  says, 
or  words  to  that  effect,  'you  may  be  sure,  Jane, 
that  you  and  I  can't  be  far  wrong  ! '  " 

"  Well,  all  the  '  gang,'  as  you  call  them,  are  coming 
to-night,  together  with  plenty  of  other  people  on 
whom  you  could,  no  doubt,  exercise  your  wit  for 
hours.  Still  you  needn't  be  bored.  You  can  talk 
to  Angus  Evan  Tulloch,  and  dodge  Father  Grogan 
and  Sir  Arthur  Childe." 

"  On  the  contrary,  both  these  two  are  extremely 
interesting  men  to  talk  to,  both  markedly  able. 
I  like  them,  though  I  differentiate  between  their 
absurd  superstitions  and  poses  and  the  men  them- 
selves. Grogan  is  a  common  law  leader  spoilt  in 
a  priest.  But  if  you  do  want  to  do  me  a  kindness, 
Honoria,  keep  that  man  Escott  away  from  me. 
I  draw  the  line  somewhere." 
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that  only  shows  how  utterly  you  misplace  people 
and  how  wrong  you  are  in  yo,^  estim^e  of  theS 
Canon  Escott  is  a  persona  grata  at  court     He  wTli 

Ser%rtL'rHn'  ^;  '^  *^^  --*  ^"^•'-t 
very  weU.  He  s  a  popular  name,  no  doubt,  but  he's 
no  anybody  really.  Not  in  society.  I  m;an  He 
wiU  never  become  a  bishop  " 

a  Zn^'^'l^SVp^''"''*'  "  disestablished.  Such 
a  man  nught  be  Pnmate  then.  Escott  is  all  you 
say.  I  have  heard  him  preach  myself  in  St  Paul's 
Ive  seen  dry  old  K.C.'s  with  tears  in  theireyes 
at  his  eloquence.    It  is  wonderful.    His  EnXh 

beu'^WU  Jh  '^^  '""l  ^"'"^^  °^  ^  silver  bSot 
humbuT    -ir'-    ^V"  ^  ^'•^t'  the  man  i   a 

hr  maw  don'rr*'''"^"^'<^y  ^°"g  ^^out 

thanVrL'^-S: '■'°"  "^ ' "-'''  ^-'^  -''^ 
ex^jt^ttJ'Vhf^rdTfth:'"''''"!"^*'"""""^' 

ha„/k  """t  tne  laa  of  the  moment.  But  vou 
anTseen"  H    \'  P""'  "*'"°^P''^^«  ^^  Bedford  Park 

Chez  2  No  S'^^rr""''  '"°''^'  ^^^^  ""^t^o" 
c/i«  «««.     No  doubt  I  lar.     Well    r  ..wii  „        j 

fr//*^^  f  P  awa'y  afteTtal  .p2  !LTn' 
I  must  sit  up  tUl  two  or  three  with  my  notes  I 
have  a  judgment  to  give  in  the  morning^" 

Very   well.    There   is  going   to   be   a   «.«„^ 

S-.r' '"' '  *r  fr-<^^.  wL  mo^t  T£ 
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SrL.''^  P"*  '''  ^-  --'^  h^^  neck  'Z 

"Do  your  best  for  poor  Patrick."  she  said. 

ol7SZZ'°  '■'  ''^^^'"^-'°--  -h-h  opened 

Foi-  some  time  he  sat  alone  before  the  fire 

There  was  ,10  one  to  see  the  agonv  upon  the  face 

of   the    proud,    wishful    and    worldly   man      ffi! 

cymasm    was    all    gone    now.    Nothing    wfed 

round  h.s  hps  but  pure  pain.    There  wL  SS 

in  his  eyes  but  despair.  """jig 

For  to  this  all  men  must  come  when  the  son  of 

Sth  irri'l".'"'  ''''''  '"^^  makes  «e"nd 
«ath  sm.  And  his  keen,  powerful  brain  had  now 
no  lUusions  about  his  heir.  He  had  been  a 
psychologist  and  analyst  all  his  life  ;  he  sat  in  ermine 
and  scanet  because  he  was  just  that.  So  l™d 
no  Illusions  about  his  son.  He  knew  him  for  what 
he  was.  a  degenerate  and  foul-minded  fellow  wCe 
very  weakness  became  strength  when  hi' Unked 
arms  with  the  evU  things  of  the  world 

n»r  V      .u^°*^^'"  '°"-'-^  ^e'^ond  hope  of  per- 
petuating the  name  he  had  worn,  a  clean  and  woruTy 

wh?^'  ^°',/  f^"ehter,  a  good  and  gracious  girl 
who    would    love    him    .    .    .   twine'round    E 

He'  had  cLlf  ;   ^V'''  ''     '  *°^  -«^  t°°  lat^. 
He  had  chosen  to  restrict  imit  tus  purposes 

T?o\te  °    ^  "■""^^•'^^  '^^>     -  ^inding^ir' 
His  valet  came  into  the  room. 
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The  judge  noticed  that  in  his  buttonhole  the 
man  wore  a  tiny  black  disc.  It  was  almost  indis- 
tinguishable to  anyone  who  was  not  looking  at  it. 
Sir  Basil  pulled  himself  together.  No  one,  not 
even  his  wife,  had  ever  seen  his  moments  of  agony. 
The  valet  was  not  to  see  them,  and  the  judge  was 
not  aware  of  the  host  of  silent  and  pitying  witnesses 
who  saw.  He  did  not  believe  in  the  Communion 
of  Saints. 

"Well,  Collins,"  he  said.  "Have  you  been 
decorated  by  a  foreign  government,  or  are  you  a 
Rechabite,  or  some  sort  of  esoteric  teetotaller  ? 
What's  that  thin^  you're  wearing  in  your  coat  ?  " 
The  valet  was  a  married  man.  "  It's  the  badge 
of  the  Confraternity  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  m'lord," 
he  answered:  it  was  his  pride  to  give  his  master 
his  judicial  title. 

The  judge  turned  on  the  man  with  a  livid  face. 
It  was  the  first  time  he  had  done  such  a  thing. 

"  Go  and  wear  it  in  hell  I  "  he  cried  in  a  fury  of 
passion.     "Leave  the  room,  and  never  come  into 
my  presence  again  wearing  such  a  thing.    I  don't 
have  you  here  to  wait  on  me  in  fancy  dress ! " 
•  *  •  »  • 

When  the  man  came  back,  pale  and  trembling, 
his  master  apologised  to  him.  It  was  characteristic 
of  Sir  Basil  that  he  was  not  in  the  least  embarrassed. 
"  I  am  sorry,  Collins,"  he  said,  "  but  I  have  had 
a  trying  day  and  my  nerves  are  a  little  upset.  I 
did  not  mean  to  speak  roughly  to  you,  and  it  was 
wrong  of  me  to  do  so.  By  all  means  be  a  Merry 
Andrew  if  you  wish  !  " 
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CHAPTER   II. 

GROUPS    AT    THE    JUDGE'S    PARTY.     SMART    PEOPLE, 

DECADEKT  PEOPLE,  AND   PEOPLE   WITH  A 

PURPOSE. 

The  great  people  had  gone.  The  Duke  had  driven 
home  through  the  keen  frosty  night  to  his  palace. 
The  judges,  and  generals,  bishops,  and  promising 
young  members  of  the  Government,  aged  sixty 
or  so,  were  on  their  way  home  to  bed. 

In  fact.  Lady  Honoria,  as  she  went  round  the 
rooms,  congratulated  herself  that  nearly  all  those 
official  friends  she  had  been  constrained  to  ask 
to  this  first  large  party  after  her  husband's  appoint- 
ment, had  left.  "  Really  interesting  people  "  re- 
mained, though  even  now  there  was  a  large  sprinkling 
of  celebrities  who  did  not  owe  their  fame  to  the 
fashion  or  fad  of  the  moment. 

The  judge's  wife  moved  among  her  guests  with  a 
radiant  face.  Her  beautiful  eyes  glowed  with 
happiness  and  interest.  She  had  not  a  care  in  the 
world,  it  seemed.  She  wore  a  gown  of  green  satin, 
embroidered  with  grey  beads  and  black  diamonds, 
and  the  train  of  her  dress  was  of  grey,  lined  with 
shimmering   silver   tissue.    Save   perhaps   for   her 
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friend,  Mrs.  Emily  Verschmidt,  there  was  no  more 
beautiful  woman  in  the  rooms,  and  many  fair  faces 
graced  them  on  this  night. 

Canon  Escott,  the  great  preacher,  a  tall  portly 
man,  with  the  head  and  clean-shaved  face  of  a 
Roman  emperor,  watched  Lady  Honoria,  as  she 
marshalled  her  friends  for  an  entertainment  that 
was  to  take  place  in  another  room.  By  his  side 
Eniil  Verschmidt,  the  miUionaire,  was  standing. 
Verschmidt  was  a  slim,  withered  little  man,  with  a 
face  like  a  monkey,  save  for  the  fact  that  his  Semitic 
blood  gave  a  certain  dignitv  even  to  his  ugUness ; 
the  Semitic  and  Simian  ^^pes  rarely  mingling  in 
human,  and  never  in  animal  hfe. 

He  wore  black  bone  sleeve-hnks  and  studs,  and 
a  turned-down  collar  like  a  Swiss  waiter.  A  mean, 
keen  httle  man  in  short,  but  one  to  whom  princes 
and  politicians  came  in  times  of  stress. 

No  one  knew  what  Mr.  Emil  Verschmidt  was 
worth.  Everyone  knew  that  the  financial  house 
of  Verschmidt  and  Schmolder  was  a  real  power  in 
European  affairs. 

The  httle  monkey-faced  man  might  have  been 
sixty  years  old.  But  neither  age  nor  youth  had 
written  information  upon  the  shrivelled  mask. 
He  seemed  born  as  he  was.  One  could  not  imagine 
a  change  in  him. 

Canon  Escott  watched  Ladv  Honoria's  progress, 
and  turned  to  the  millioniare. 

"  What  a  beautiful  woman  our  hostess  is,"  he 
said  in  the  powerful  silver-toned  voice  that  thrilled 
vast  multitudes  in  the  Abbey  or  in  St.  Paul's. 
"  Perfect  grace,  is  there  not  ?    Of  all  the  women 
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here  to-night  I  have  seen  hardly  anyone  so  lovely. 
What  a  fortunate  couple  Sir  Basil  and  his  wife  are, 
Mr.  Verschmidt !  As  we  middle-aged  people  go, 
they  are  young.  The  husband  has  already  achieved 
almost  the  highest  position  England  has  to  offer 
to  men  of  character  and  talent.  The  wife  is  well- 
born and  beautiful ;  they  have  a  son,  who  will 
perpetuate  their  name,"  he  sighed,  as  if  the  spectacle 
of  so  much  well-being  contrasted  with  his  own  lot. 

Yet  Canon  Escott  was  the  most  eloquent  and 
popular  emotional  preacher  of  the  day.  He  had 
written  a  "  Life  of  Christ,"  over  which  the  un- 
educated wept  and  which  had  sold  in  many  editions. 
Speculative  joumaUsts  had  long  said  that  he  would 
be  the  next  bishop — though  for  some  unaccountable 
reason,  perhaps  his  indefinite  political  attitude, 
successive  ministries  had  passed  him  by. 

The  Jew  looked  up  quickly  afCanon  Escott's 
sigh.  "  Very  beautiful,"  he  said,  "  and  very 
fortunate." 

There  was  something  lacking  in  his  concurrence, 
and  in  a  moment  the  quick-witted  clergyman 
realised  why. 

Lady  Honoria  passed,  talking  eagerly  to  her 
great  friend,  Mrs.  Verschmidt.  The  financier's 
eyes  were  fixed  upon  his  own  wife.  Canon  Escott 
saw  with  a  somewhat  cynical  amusement  the  almost 
humble  and  dog-hke  adoration  that  displaced  the 
usual  cool  and  rather  sinister  scrutiny. 

All  sorts  of  stories  were  told  of  the  millionaire 
and  his  young  and  beautiful  wife.  Emily  Wilson 
had  sold  herself,  her  talent,  and  her  beauty.  That, 
of  course,   was  obvious.    Many   men  envied  Mr. 
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Verschmidt  what  he  had  been  able  to  buy.  With 
the  hard  knowledge  of  experience,  everybody 
wondered  what  the  end  of  it  would  be.  Every- 
body expected  a  delightful  scandal,  though  as  yet 
they  had  not  been  gratified.  But  it  was  sure  to 
come,  people  said.  It  was  well  known  that  Mrs. 
Verschmidt  lived  a  life  in  which  her  hu-.band  had 
little  or  no  part.  The  bitter  and  envious  moralists 
among  the  middle-class  always  spoke  of  her  and 
her  friends  as  champagne  corks  floating  in  cess- 
pools. Among  her  own  set  it  was  recognised  that 
Emily  Verschmidt  was  a  leader  in  everything  that 
was  new,  outr^,  and  daring. 

"A  beautiful  pair,  Mr.  Verschmidt,"  said  the 
clergyman  with  unction.  "  How  they  complement 
one  another!  They  are  regnant,  two  queens  I 
'  0  dea  cerU '  is  what  every  man  must  say  when  he 
meets  either  of  those  two  !  " 

The  florid  compUments  evidently  pleased  the 
little  man.    He  grinned  with  pleasure. 

"I  see  the  time  has  come  for  the  recitation," 
he  said.  "  My  wife  is  to  recite  a  new  translation 
of  Verlame's  poem,  '  CoUoque  Sentimental;  to  the 
accompaniment  of  muted  harps.  It  is  a  new  idea. 
Shall  we  go  and  find  a  place  .'  " 

They  moved  away  together  and  joined  the  crowd 
of  people  who  were  pouring  into  another  room. 

The  whole  house  was  alive  with  colour  and  per- 
fume, with  the  sounds  of  laughter  and  talk.  The 
great  rooms  were  filled  with  flowers.  Jewels  gleamed 
and  shone  in  the  apricot  light,  the  black  coats  of 
the  men  gave  tone  and  value  to  the  whole  picture, 
providing  that  so  necessary  touch  of  sombreness 
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vnthout  which  proportion  is  lost.  In  Lady 
Hononas  set,  preoccupied  as  they  were  with 
matenal  and  visible  things,  the  deUcate  refine- 
ments of  hfe,  the  proposal,  recently  made,  that 
men  should  wear  coloured  evening  coats  was  re- 
ceived with  a  storm  of  indignation.  People  spent 
several  weeks,  and  an  enormous  amount  of  earnest- 
ness, in  preaching  the  tone-values  of  blacic  the 
absolute  necessity  of  black— wasting  enough  force 
and  energy  on  the  propaganda  to  found  a  hospital 
or  endow  an  almshouse. 

A  small  stage  had  been  erected  at  one  end  of  the 
room,  mto  which  the  guests  were  pouring,  a  stag* 
draped  m  dark  grey  curtains.  A  row  of  fooUights 
screened  by  glass  tinged  a  greenish-grey,  threw 
an  odd  hght  upon  the  hangings. 

WTien  the  people  were  seated  and  standing  at  the 
back  of  the  room,  the  harps  began  to  play  very  softly 
Dr.    Nmian     Newton,    the    fashionable    ladies' 
physiaan.  who  was  sitting  next  to  Lady  Honoria 
purred  with  pleasure.  ' 

"Wonderful!"     he     whispered.      "The     very 
ghosts  of  harps,  .heard  in  a  place  of  shadows,  pro- 
foundly shaded  from  tempest  and  from  sun  !  " 
His  .  -stess  gave  him  a  quick  glance  of  thanks. 
I  knew  you  would  feel  it,  doctor."  she  whispered 
m  answer.     "  You  understand." 

The  doctor  purred  again.  He  did  indeed  under- 
stand the  jargon  of  the  jur.  It  was  his  business 
to  understand  it.  He  would  not  have  attained 
his  somewhat  questionable  eminence  with  a  certain 
section  of  society  -■omen  i^  he  had  not  understood 
and  made  use  of  his  kno..iedge. 
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The  judge,  vtho  was  standing  by  the  door  of  the 
room  talking  to  Angus  Evan  TuUoch,  smiled 
"  Spooks  and  spectres,  Mr.  TuUoch,"  he  said  with 
a  sneer. 

"Ghosts  and  visions  I "  answered  the  veteran, 
his  massive,  clean-shaved  face  intent  and  thought- 
ful over  a  new  problem  in  foolishness,  as  he  con- 
sidered it.  Many  people  glanced  at  the  gigantic 
old  man  with  the  white  hair  and  twinkling  eyes 
Fortunately  none  of  them  could  measure  the 
watchful  contempt  that  was  beginning  to  pour  in 
upon  an  honest  and  able  soul  who  had  seen  but 
little  of  modem  decadent  vagaries. 

The  harps  thridded  and  sobbed  in  a  wail  of 
welcome,  and  the  audience  saw  that  the  beautiful 
Mrs.  Verschmidt  was  suddenly  come  upon  the 
stage.  She  was  dressed  in  some  diaphanous  and 
colourless  material,  her  face  and  hands  were  arti- 
ficiaUy  whitened ;  in  the  wan  Ught  from  the  foot- 
lights she  looked  unearthly  and  unreal,  though  lovely 

"  A  beautiful  spirit  come  back  to  visit  the  world  I 
The  dead  Alcestis ! "  Canon  Escott  murmured  to 
Mr.  Verschmidt. 

The  little  man  moved  uneasily  and  shuddered. 
His  face  was  pale  and  unhappy. 

The  harps  continued  their  monotonous  and  muted 
music.  The  melody  they  played  was  hke  a  wind 
in  late  autumn  when  the  fields  are  bare  and  winter 
is  at  hand.  It  was  mournful  and  had  an  under- 
current of  hopelessness,  absolute  hopelessness,  that 
was  suggested  with  great  skill  by  the  composer. 
The  misty  figure  on  the  stage  swayed  a  little 
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and  began  to  grow  more  and  more  misty     Shi  ot. 

of  gauze  were  falling  between  it  and  Te  snecta  o™ 

and  gave  it  the  illusion  of  fading  away     'P*''''*°" 

The  people  were  quite  silent. 

Iike"a  tv^,/''"',  T  *  *''*^  ""i^"  ^hi-:''  "funded 
Uke  a  cry  strangled  into  a  coueh     THp  liohtriTr^ 

s^r£  "h  '"  ''''  ""'"  ^"^  -  oilJ^cXuU 

Canon  Escott  alone  knew  that  the  harsh    im 

IT^fr^i"""^  ^'''''''''  f-™  Mr  vtlmiTt" 
But  he  kept  his  information  to  himself. 

Certainly  most  of  the  people  in  the  room  were 
Ro^IlTc    J^\J'"^S^'    Angus    Evan    Tulloch 

woman  s  doctor,   these   were   uninfluenced     l^ev 
were  a  small  minority.  """ncea.     iney 

.iJt  *^"  P*"'^"  °f  greenish  light  shot  out  from  the 

fac       For'th^fi  ?'/*"  "P°"  **"•  Ver^chmidJ 
lace.    For  the  first  tune  the  audience  were  able 

pLTofwoTTh  \'r  •  ''  ^^  ^  ---"- 

er/er:    TmUf  ^ L^^^e^ '  oj"  LI'  ;:- 

:^rhTi>ii'^^^*^'*'^^"''-^^^-y--Xd 

fac?'''tri?'of'?h"  ?v'  *"  P^-^"*  *''«  -'""=^"'' 
"ce ,    tne  art  of  the  thmg  was  consummate      Jt 

J^  a  piece  of  the  brutal  and  soulless  reTm  of  the 
day.  a  reahsm  that  went  hand  in  hand  ^th  the 
wUdest    credulity    and    superstition_a    tr"e\„d 
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significant  note  of  a  day  that  could  believe  in  a 
fortune-temng  harlot  in  a  Bond  Street  flit,  ^u? 
dare  not  believe  in  God. 

The  music  gave  a  sudden  shiver.  In  a  thin  hooe- 
less  voace  that  seemed  as  if  it  came  from  a  g^e^^t 
distance  such  a  voice  as  Edgar  Poe  describes  in 
h|s  terrible  "Case  of  M.  Waldemar."  Mrs.  Versd- 
midt  began  to  recite. 

"  I"'u-,"'*  '""^'y  park,  aU  frozen  fast. 
AwhUe  ago  there  were  two  forms  who  passed." 

She  paused  All  the  time  she  had  been  speaking 
u'ZT"  ^°'''""S  of  the  harps  had  con«nued^ 
I    went  on  now  without  a  break,  but  the  cessation 

tne  stnngs  a  new  emphasis. 

■'Lo   are  their  lips  fallen  and  their  eyes  dead, 
Hardly  a  man  shall  hear  the  words  they  said. 
Into  the  lonely  park,  aU  frown  fast, 
ihere  came  two  shadows  who  recaU  the  past. 
•Dost  thou  remember  our  old  ecstasy  ?  ■— 
Wherefore  should  I  possess  that  memory  '  " 

btiU  dost  thou  see  my  soul  in  visions  ?'_■  Nay  I  ■ 
•TTiey  were  fair  days  of  joy  unspeakable. 
Whereon  our  lips  were  joined  ?  '-•  I  cannot  tell  ■- 
•Were  not  the  heavens  blue,  was  not  hope  high '  •- 
Hope  has  fled  vanquished  down  the  darkling  ricy  •  ^ 
So  through  the  barren  oats  they  wandered. 
And  the  night  only  heard  the  words  they  said." 

falMLlf''.r*l''^u    '^^  «^"'«  ^^^««n^  began  to 
faU  thickly,  the  light  to  become  more  spectral  and 
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wan.     The  figure  faded  awaj      in  a  fc\     seconds 
all  was  darkness. 

The  harps  still  went  on  with  the  hopeless  and 
monotonous  melody,  which  was  like  the  drone  of 
bees  m  the  sUent  room,  where  the  people  sat  without 
a  sound. 

Then,  with  the  precision  and  suddenness  of  a 

^K  !  t  A  '"  ^^^  ""'^^^^  °f  a  •'ar.  the  melody, 
which  had  been  hypnotising  the  audience  for  twenty 
minutes  and  had  woven  itself  in  their  brains,  was 
cut  off.  Many  of  the  people  did  not  know  that  it 
had  stopped.  They  heard  it  still. 
The  lights  were  turned  up. 
The  guests  came  out  of  the  room  quietly.  They 
were  not  able  immediately  to  shake  off  the  influence 
of  what  they  had  seen. 

But  as  they  came  out  into  the  large  paneUed  haU 
built  in  imitation  of  the  hall  of  Erse  Castle  in  Ireland 
two  wide  open  doors  and  waiting  footmen  showed 
that  supper  was  ready.  The  vista  of  innumerable 
httle  tables,  set  in  artificial  gioves  and  alcoves 
of  orange  trees  and  palms,  banished  the  morbid 
and  artificial  melancholy.  They  had  had  their 
sensation,  extracted  another  experience  from  the 
flying  hours— here  was  stiU  one  more!  Supper! 
Champagne  to  reanimate  flagging  spirits,  bisque 
to  warm  the  blood. 

As  the  guests  entered  a  smaU  band  of  piano 
violm,  and  'cello  began  to  play  light  music  of 
Donizetti. 

Lady  Honoria  and  Emily  Vcrschmidt  prided 
themselves  on  being  psychological  artists.  They 
left  no  detail  to  chance.    Everything  was  carefully 
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thought  out,  and  the  precise  effect  this  or  that 
event  would  have  calculated  to  infinite  powers. 

The  sudden  burst  of  talk,  laughter,  and  discussion 
was  almost  rowdy.    It  drowned  the  gay  lilt  of  music. 

The  people  began  to  sort  themselves  out  into 
parties  of  five  or  four,  each  at  a  separate  table. 

The  Judge  still  remained  with  Angus  Evan 
TuUoch.  He  saw  his  nephew  pass  by,  talking  to 
Dr.  Ella  Low. 

"  Come  along,  Roland,"  he  said,  in  a  high  good 
humour  which  the  contemplation  of  modern  follies 
always  induced  in  him.  "  Come  along.  Doctor, 
you  two  and  Mr.  TuUoch  and  myself  will  make  a 
four." 

They  sat  down  laughing  and  talking  together. 
The  five  years  of  Roland's  married  life  had  altered 
him.  The  pleasant,  healthy  face  was  pleasant  and 
healthy  still.  But  it  had  lost  some  of  the  contours 
of  youth  and  gained  in  power.  It  was  now  moulded 
and  set.  His  life,  occupied  as  it  was  by  one  ab- 
sorbing purpose,  had  given  him  personality  and 
force.    He  was  a  man  to  be  remarked  anywhere. 

Dr.  Low  was  a  woman  of  forty  perhaps.  She 
was  tall,  slender,  wore  spectacles  which  hid  a  pair 
of  penetrating  green  eyes,  and  had  a  large  humorous 
mouth.  Spinster  as  she  was,  her  profession  had 
robbed  her  of  any  air  or  flavour  of  spinsterhood. 
Her  work  had  induced  a  sort  of  vicarious  motherliness 
in  her.  And  this,  joined  to  the  manner  of  a  doctor 
of  high  capability  and  renown,  gave  her  an  odd 
and  compelling  charm.  The  woman  was  eminent. 
Not  eminent  in  the  way  Emily  Verschmidt  was, 
or  any  members  of  Lady  Honoria's  set.    These 
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were  the  toy  celebrities  of  an  hour,  clever  and 
decadent  folk  who  had  floated  into  notoriety  on  the 
flood  tide  of  some  modern  fad— often  of  some 
modem  impertinence. 

Dr.  Low  was  known  as  the  third  most  skilful 
gynecologist  in  London.  She  only  attended  women, 
and.  as  circumstances  had  decreed,  her  practice 
was  among  the  wealthy  of  this  world.  She  was 
an  active  and  important  member  of  the  chief  council 
of  the  Confraternity  of  the  Holy  Ghost. 

Brilliant,  strong,  modern,  she  yet  bowed  her 
head  in  church.  Each  and  every  discovery  she 
made  only  confirmed  her  certainty  of  Christian 
verity.  Her  whole  life  was  -"  "Jcated  to  the  cau:- 
of  Purity  and  to  the  contest ',.  .  :  worthy  members 
of  her  own  profession,  who  ,  _jred  to  the  lusts 
of  wealthy  and  luxurious  women  of  society.  Her 
friends  were  legion.  All  that  was  best  and  noblest 
in  the  womanhood  of  the  upper  classes  regarded 
her  with  something  like  veneration. 

But  she  had  subtle  and  bitter  enemies  also. 
She  was  supping  in  the  midst  of  the  enemy  to- 
night. A  few  yards  away,  at  an  adjacent  table, 
sat  Dr.  Ninian  Newton,  her  arch  enemy.  If  Dr. 
Low  was  light,  Dr.  Newton  was  darkness.  More 
than  once  they  had  fought  together  for  a  human 
soul,  for  there  was  no  blacker  name  in  the  con- 
fidential books  of  the  Confraternity  than  the  name 
of  Dr.  Newton.  Not  only  was  he  the  public  and 
avowed  antagonist  of  the  vast  organisation  that 
was  labouring  for  the  Purity  of  Marriage,  but  he 
was  the  private  mainstay  of  the  party  in  society 
that  feared  and  hated  the  disclosures  that  were 
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being  made  of  their  mode  of  life   the  l.Vht  ^ui  u 

This  good  and  brilliant  woman,  the  solendiH  oM 

eTe"„  :S  td  T  'r ^"  '  P'^^^  in  l£  1  .!? 
even  yet  had  not  been  stormed  by  the  vouneJ 

generation  the  trained  soldier  of  God^nd  pubuit 
1  ),    >f  .""l^°gi==^  kgal  brain  which  had  teen  S 
so  high  m  the  ranks  of  the  Commonwe^th    th«» 
were  four  of  the  Elect,  the  "  Peopl~Mattoed  • 
intelects  which  England  could  not  do  SoTt' 
They  were  all  a  httle  tired  at  first    aU  a  httl. 

The  Judge  struck  the  first  spark. 

"As  the  text,"  the  writer  said,  "for  my  next 
week's   causerie.    Don't   think.   Si^   sJil    [hat 
am  here  to  find  matter  to  wriU  aboS     i  '^1 
have   never   abused   hospitahty.    But    the   en^er 
tainrnent   has   suggested  some%eflectio;s     I   am 
an  old  fogey,  you  know.    I  see  things  with  eve" 
not  perhaps  quite  attuned  to  the  dJnier  cri  T 

mnrvT  ul'""'  '^^  J"^?^  answered,  "if  this 
morbid  exhibit-on  of  wasted  talent  has  suggested 
anything  to  you  it  has  done  something  thafsuch 
affairs  don't  generaUy  do.    People  say^hat  there 

Sr'l^if"^"i"  everything-RolLc^s  fnend 
Mr.  Grogan  over  there,  is  always  telling  me  that 
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TuUoch  considered  eravelv  iJL 
took  himself  seriously   annL  ™°™^°*-    "e 

people  who  had  a  S  tolt  "V'  °'  ^''^  '^" 
'n  serious  things,  a^d  th^stkJ'^.TTr'''' 
was  acute,  it  did  not  obtmf-l  °*  humour 

cated  to  more  valuabt  .?  "P°"  moments  dedi- 
received  an  inv,tIrion  w  ^'*\°*  '"''•  ««  had 
he  loved.  andTiow  vim  h  *''*  ^°''^'''  "'>°'" 

as  briefly  as  possible  T  T  .  ^  *''^'"  *°  y°« 
print!  TomeSi;J  ''^'*".^'"P%  them  in 
unrest  whicrcomes^^f  ™^'='. '^  ^  'J^hol  of  the 
fill.  Why  do  E  unh" nn'  ™P"'^  '^'^  ?«*  "« 
escape  theL  shadow      TheTo.^tv  '°  •  '"^^  '    ^o 

chistic  production  of  superfluuS  It'?  "  T  '""" 
despotism  of  ennui  owr  .T         /*  ^  a  result  of  the 

traiVedandwon"subZtr7''  *^°  ^^""^  "°*  been 
"  I  certaiX  take  Z  t  "".u"'  *°  ?"''"<=  ^uty." 
hibition."  th  ^u5ge  slid  "  bff  t'V^  f  ^^^  ^- 
to  go  as  deep  i  ^  S'  T,,^  ,  '^^"  *  P^«*«"<1 
deductions  are  da^oro,!!  ■        °^''-    Psychological 

He  spoke  ShtrvffTH"^     '''  ^°"  ^"°^-'  " 
he  had  lS)ed  for'   L        "'r""*  ^^'^  "^htly.    But 

He  did  n:>rwanfto  be  trm?^°'  *=^"'"'  ""*- 
ha-  '  ^pn  too  near  t„  c  ?  '"  *^™est.    He 

part  of  that  evenfnV  "''  '"  '"''  ^^^^^ 

His  light  remark  met  with  I'Mn  ,» 
earnest  faces  confronted  S.  ^"'"-    '^''''^ 
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"Confound  it,"  he  thought.  "  I  am  not  goine 
to  be  amused  after  aU-and  I  needed  amusement 
This  fine  old  feUow  looks  like  the  Prophet  Jeremiah 
and  will  talk  hke  him  if  I  let  him.  I'll  try  the 
lady.  And  what  is  your  view,  Dr  Low'"  he 
asked. 

^  "Pathological!"  die  answered  with  a  snap 
I  ve  been  at  work.  Judge,  adding  to  my  notes 
on  hysteria.  The  experience  has  been  most  pro- 
fitab32.  I  assure  you.  I  have  seen  seven  instances 
of  exaggeration  of  involuntary  mobility  and 
diminution  of  wiU  power !  The  emotional,  sensa- 
tional, and  reflex  movements  have  been  in  excess 
while  the  voluntary  have  proved  quite  defective. 
I  could  pomt  out  half  a  dozen  women  in  this  room 
who  will  suffer  from  globus  hystericus  when  they 
wake  up  to-morrow  morning." 

"  What  an  uncanny  knowledge  ! "  Roland  said 
laughing;  "and  pray  what  is  globus  hystericus?" 
Feehng  as  if  you'd  swallowed  an  apple  whole  " 
the  Doctor  answered,  "  and  serve  the  silly  creatures 
right !  I  am  very  glad  that  Gertrude  is  occupied 
at  home  with  the  chicks.  She  won't  suffer  from 
a  spasm  in  the  coccyx  to-morrow  morning  '  " 

Sir  Basil  chuckled.  He  was  going  to  be  amused 
after  all.  "  How  difficult  it  is,"  he  said,  "  to  get 
away  from  the  personal  point  of  view.  We  all 
look  at  Emily  Verschmidt's  performance  in  different 
ways,  and  yet  we  all  seem  to  have  got  something 
out  of  It !  It's  an  ill  wind— and  so  on." 
^  "Talking  of  the  point  of  view,"  Tulloch  said, 
I  remember  an  instance,  a  rather  grim  one,  of 
tha  total  difference  in  the  mind's  eye  which  may 
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exist  in  two  people.  When  the  BiU  was  passed 
making  puMic  executions  iUegal  and  providing 
that  they  should  be  carried  out  within  the  precincti 
of  the  gaol.  I  was  a  young  man  on  the  staff  of  a 
daUy  paper  in  the  Midlands.  Almost  the  first 
execution  to  be  done  under  the  new  rules  was  to 

tTrH'"-iy~'  *''"'  ^  ^^-    "  ^^«  «>y  duty 
to  attend  to  report  it,  together  with  another  jour- 
nalist  who  came  down  from  London  and  repre- 
sented a  news  agency.    We  arrived  at  the  prison 
m  the  early  morning  and  were  stationed  at  the 
foot  of  the  scaffold-in  those  early  days  a  raised 
erection,  not  as  now,  a  mere  trap-door  in  the  floor 
of   an   outhouse.    I   remember   watching    with   a 
fascmation  of  horror  the  nineteen-I  counted  them 
-newly-tarred  steps,  gleaming  and  sombre  in  the 
morning  sun.    The  procession  of  warders,  doctor 
chaplain    murderer,  and  hangman  came  out  into 
the  yard.    The   clergyman   was   a  young   feUow 
and  he  was  drunk.    The  regular  chaplain  was  iU 
and  had  been  compelled  to  find  a  substitute     The 
poor  young  man  had  been  endeavouring  to  get 
courage   to  go  through  the  ceremony  by  taking 
brandy.    He  was  quite  unaccustomed  to  anything 
of  the  sort,  and  it  had  effect  on  him.    He  stumbled 
up  those  nineteen,  creaking,  tarred  steps  with  a 
homble    I  am  the  Resurrection  and  the  Life  '  which 
was  agonising.    When  the  murderer  came  to  the 
foot  of  the  steps  with  his  arms  strapped  up,  he 
stopped.     '  I  don't  think  I  can  get  up  these  steps,' 
he  said  m  a  weak,  servile  voice.    A  great  unimagina- 
tive  brute  of  a  warder,  who  walked  by  him-meaninfi 
to  be  kmd-gave  the  poor  wretch  a  great  slap  01, 
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the  back     •  Oh.  you'U  get  up  aU  right,  old  feUow.' 
he  «ud  ma  jovial  voice.    '  Make'a  heiTort.  my 
^^L     J^y  "^i*""'  Stumbled  up.  and  was  stood 
on  the  fallmg  floor,  while  the  gibbering  chaolaJn 
went  on  as  best  he  could,  and  whileVhanlman.t  a 
pair  of  washleather  gloves,  was  putting  the  row 
round  the  man's  neck,  he  began  to  praj     Z 
murder  was  a  particularly  sly  and  cruel  one    the 
cnminai  had  been  hard  a'nd  LrepenUnI  right  up 
to  tlus  last  few  moments.    Now  he  was  in  an  agony 
of    ear.    I  never  saw  fear  like  it.    Brought  face 
to  face  with  immediate  death  the  creature  began 
r.^^  u'.T^y  '°  *  ^^''^-  f*^i"g  voice  tofhe 
tai  then      T?  ^"""'f  "'  •''^'^"^^^'^  '"  ^'  Ws  Iffe 
funk  .     .  o"7^f  V'P^"*^"'''  •*  *^  '^^'  d^^dful 
lunk !      q  Lord,  I  never  meant  for  to  kill  'er  • 

"erJd  'V^^'"'/^^  I--d;  don't  send  me  to 
Mp;.f^f'  I  never  done  It;  I'll  never  do  it  again-' 
MerafuUy  the  executioner  dropped  him  through 
the  floor  and  cut  him  short  for  ever.  Next  dfy 
the  wo  accounts  of  the  execution  appeared.  I 
told  ,t  as  ,t  happened,  showed  the  world  a  sickly 
and  cunning  scoundrel  in  the  last  agony  and  punish 

s"atd1hr.-.A''^  T'"^''  ^'^  p-^«<=*  ^i"S 

?aS1  .'*' f"'^''"'^  *»"»  fn.1  his  death  wilh 
L/trtsttan  resignatwn  and  fortitude  I '  " 

.*^  '^°T^  ^^  """*  ^''  e'^^^-  He  had  told  th, 
story  ,^th  remarkable  dramatic  emphasis  an<l 
was  tired  m  the  throat. 

thl°  °"t*,'^k  '  f°f  ^  "°™'"*-     The  story  had  held 

them     The  brutal  truth  of  it  hurt,  and  it  gavo 

rise  to  many  reflections.  "  "  6a%t 

It  is  so  rarely  that  anyone  is  brought  face  to  face 
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with  naked  truth!    When  fh.t  a 
it  had  happened  now.There   s Itt"'.  ''ST"'  " 
ment.  then  the  revelation  «  "*  *  bewilder- 

over  many  other  Ssa„dfdeL*°v\*'*  '  '•«•>* 
in  different  proportion  fn  J^thpf  T^'f"  '''^  ***" 
real  relation  to  life  Profundity  of  their 

The  Judge  broke' the  silence. 

he  said,  "your  tale  is  tPrViM         ,     ^f""-  Tulloch," 
I  hear  anyUungso     J^'^'"  Lf,^-    ^*  '«"'*  often 
would  have  happened^  ^  h^  '    ^  ^°""^^'-  ^^at 
stage,  after  Em£  Ve  LLS  h^'lJ' 7?  "P  °"  ''^^ 
wash  the  paint  from  >,«    ,         ''^*^  ^'"^^'^  away  to 
"Nothing  a   S^n         ^"-  '°  *'"  that  story!  •• 
"TheforiVebSn  wa^^°P?'°"'"  ^-  ^^  «-d. 
have  though"  if  vTar  ^nd  t'7''  "°'^'  ""^'^ 
fact,  my  dear  sir     Thev  h     •*     °"'-    ^°°  '"""^h 
can't    aLmilate't  2;"  ^::!^  ^j^*  ^-t-  .  They 
they  want-well.  muted^haTps''"      '   ""^^^gless 

curiousry"£ained°td  attt';-   "°"f «    ^"^'^ 

he'Ld  "'siLe  r«:"rr-.  "^^"'  doctor." 
round,  how  Tyou  ac™  t^'",f  ^  ^^"^^  ^^ 
-;iecadencerr^rwLrit"ai^rS?^^^ 

^:^i3S';:t^"=is^-eo.o. 
-"o— •-— i^^ttir; 

-men  here  to-night  who 'htr^^n  ^^^^1' 


!     i 
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the  morbid  nonsense  we  have  just  seen,  are  all 
ieparting  from  what  Dr.  Hyslop,  the  nerve  specialist, 
calls  the  roU  0/  Nature.  This  type  of  woman 
wont  have  children.  As  a  doctor,  and  specially 
a  gynecologist,  I  know  exactly  the  functional 
changes  this  makes  in  the  brain.  As  a  scientist  I 
am  speakin^.  of  hard  fact.  It's  not  surmise  or  con- 
jecture at  ..„.  I  repeat  it's  fact-fact  I  have  learnt 
m  practice  and  post-mortem  I  " 

"  Medical  statistics  are  the  one  form  of  statistics 
one  can't  get  away  from,"  TuUoch  said.  "  Po  you 
know  that  out  of  the  17;  oo  mentally  deranged 
people  m  England,  93,000  .are  women  in  1905  " 
You  all  seem  very  weU  up  in  these  matters," 
the  Judge  said. 

"Tulloch  and  Dr.  Low  are  members  of  the 
executive  committee  of  the  Confraternity,  uncle," 
Roand  said  gravely.  "We  have  some  terrible 
facts  among  our  statistics." 

"  Really,  Roland,"  Sir  BasU  said  bitterly,  "  you 
are  a  very  successful  person.  I  seem  to  hear  of 
nothmg  but  your  precious  league  all  day  long 
I  caught  my  valet  wearing  your  badge  this 
evening  I "  ° 

"Good  fellow,"  Roland  answered.  "I  should 
certainly  keep  him  and  give  him  ten  pounds  a  year 
extra  !    He's  a  man  in  earnest !  " 

"  I  will  remember,  Roland,  when  I  feel  generous. 
Now  I  wonder  if  you  people  wiU  think  me  very 
rude  If  I  shp  away  ?  I  have  a  judgment  to  pro- 
nounce to-morrow,  and  I  have  a  couple  of  hours 
of  work  in  front  of  me.  Don't  think  me  ude, 
but  no  one  will  notice  me  if  I  vanish  auietlv  now. 
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Verlaine  performance,  at  her  side 
retfeat'^HfS*  1*1"°*  ^^^"  '"^"^'^  '"*«  this 

Ch>lde--.a  somewhat  incongruou!  p;rr  '"'"' 

Emily    Verschmidt    was    taU    and    languorous 

i.tri:dh^urw^tL;'°tetr  .^ 

n^oved  as  if  she  was  tired  oT^  th'oX  t:  ^L' 
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very  conscious  of  occupying  a  sort  of  holy  of  holies. 
She  was  most  "  advanced,"  kept  a  copy  of  Beau- 
delane's  "  FUurs  du  Mai "  bound  in  nile-green  skin 
by  her  bedside,  and  sucked  honey  from  m.iny 
strange  flowers. 

Humphrey  England  was  talking.  He  had  a 
slight  Irish  brogue  and  a  very  carefully  melodious 
voice.  He  was  clean  shaved,  his  hair  was  arranged 
low  over  his  forehead,  and  to  the  keen,  detective 
eye  there  was  a  suspicion  of  powder  on  his  cheeks. 

"  Yes,"  he  said,  "  it  is  quite  true,  Emily.  Dr. 
Ninian  has  been  with  me  to  see  him.  He  h.as 
allowed  me  to  tell  something  about  him  to-night 
to  you,  though  not  all." 

"  You  promised  us  some  news  to-night,"  Lady 
Honoria  said.  "  Now  do  be  a  good  boy,  Humphrey, 
and  tell  us  as  much  as  you  can." 

"  I  have  found,"  he  answered  with  great  de- 
liberation and  .intense  seriousness,  "  a  teacher 
with  a  mt  isage  that  is  marvellous." 

"  Oh,  liumphrey,"  Mrs.  Verschmidt  said,  "  is 
that  all  ?  For  a  whole  fortnight  you've  been 
promising  us  something  new  and  delightful  and 
wonderful,  and  it's  only  a  new  religion  !  " 

Mr.  England  had  a  lump  of  amber  jelly  upon  his 
plate.  Inside  it  was  a  prawn — no  longer  in  its 
armour.  He  extricated  it  with  great  deliberation, 
ate  it,  and  asked  if  he  might  have  some  chambertin 
as  he  was  tired  of  champagne. 

"  Be  quiet,  Emily,"  Lady  Honoria  said.  "  He'll 
tell  us  nothing  at  all  if  you  worry  him,  and  I'm  sure 
there  must  be  something  worth  hearing.  He  has 
kept  us  on  tenter-hooks  for  days." 
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Thl^l  ;ver  f'*  "»""?'«  "t  "^  like  anytlnn/elsc 
I  have  ever  had  anything  to  do  with  before  r 
intend  to  devote  my  whole  hfe  to  it.^  '    ' 

I  beheve  it's  Satan  worship,"  Mrs   Verschmi.lf 
W.d  w,th  a  yawn.     "  Nothing'^else  wou  d    „  e^^ 
Humpljrey  to  that  extent.     There's  a  thick  dusk 
undeveloped    spirit    (I've    observed)    owe   Ve    J 
grudge-remember  your  Browning  >'• 

said"''h!fr'""''^*,/°''-    "^"'^y-  «™""^."  she 
n^rts  L"e     iTto^^r  tmS^  ''T'"'^-    *'^ 

£^l^ffing^^ut..^[^L?SS^Knr 
One  feels  Verlume  so  terribly!    And  I  did  Tt  at 
your  suggestion.    Don't  leave  me  out    f  it's  anv 
thing  good,  wiU  you  ?  »  "y" 

"All  right,  Emily.  I  quite  understand  An^ 
you  were  truly  wonderful  to-night!  I  S  come 
and  teU  you  to-morrow  afternoon  It  reallv^s 
very  important."  ^^  '* 

"Very   well.     Dr.    Newton,   could   you   look   in 

L  together."      '"  ""^'""^  ""'^^^  y°"  <=-  P"t 
knlw^thtf^'  P"^^<l,«'™«thing,  and   the  beauty 

jyng     m  the  morning  which  would  give  her  new 
We.    To  some  women  Dr.   Newton  tas  actu^y 


f  1 


n 


136 


FIRST  IT  WAS  ORDAINED. 


a  dispenser  of  new  nerves  and  spirits.  He  came, 
you  drank  something,  and,  lo,  in  half  an  hour  you 
were  another  person ! — often  a  more  desirable 
consummation  than  the  sufferers  knew  ! 

"  Where's  my  imp  ? "  said  Mrs.  Verschmidt. 
It  did  not  take  long  to  summon  the  millionaire. 
His  eyes  had  been  fixed  on  the  alcove  for  a  long 
time.  He  was  at  his  wife's  side  at  once— with 
such  silence  and  celerity  that  his  wife's  contemptuous 
epithet  seemed  to  have  some  foundation  in  fact. 

They  went  away.  Lady  Honoria  came  out 
with  them  into  the  hall,  and  their  carriage  was  soon 
found  among  the  dozens  that  were  waiting  outside. 

As  she  walked  slowly  back  to  the  supper  room, 
where  people  were  sitting  about  at  different  tables, 
and  everyone  was  now  smoking  cigarettes.  Lady 
Honoria  could  not  help  thinking  what  an  odd 
couple  the  Verschmidts  were.  A  slight  and 
momentary  qualm  came  over  her,  a  distaste  for  her 
surroundings  and  friends.  It  was,  she  thought, 
the  result  of  her  emotion  before  dinner — dangerous 
and  unsettling.  Still,  as  she  went  back  and  began 
to  talk  to  Humphrey  England,  she  had  an  abiding 
sense  of  calamity  and  fear.  Nerves  again!  Dr. 
Newton  must  call  in  the  morning. 

Humphrey  England  was  sitting  alone  in  the 
alcove.  Dr.  Newton  was  going  the  rounds  of  the 
room  laughing  and  joking  with  his  friends  and 
patients,  gathering  useful  information,  in  short, 
pursuing  his  usual  assiduous  campaign. 

People  who  were  apt  at  placing  others  and  were 
not  blinded  or  influenced  by  liking  or  prejudice, 
said  that  Humphrey  England  was  the   cleverest 
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fool  in  London.    He  dabbled  in  aU  the  arts,  not  as 
executant    but  as  critic,  amateur,  and  showman. 
He  was  always  discovering  some  new  pleasure  or 
emotion  that  was  so  fresh  to  jaded  minds  and  so 
perilously  near  a  vice,  that  he  was  in  great  request 
among  those  who  lived  for  pleasure.    He  was  very 
wealthy,  very  useful,  and  most  enthusiastic     What- 
ever he  took  up  he  believed  in  for  a  time,  and  it 
was  only  by  chance  and  good  fortune  that  he  had 
remamed.  as  yet,  unenslaved  by  any  of  his  vagaries. 
He  was  not  immoral,  he  was  non-moral,  a  product 
of  the  hysteria  of  modern  life.    There  were  plenty 
of  cultured  young  men  like  him  in  the  time  of  the 
Koman    decadence,    and    the    scholar    will    recaU 
pungent  phrases  in  Martial  or  Petronius  that  might 
label  this  young  man  of  the  day.    He  was  ^r- 
tectly  kmd  and  generous  to  everyone,  and  if  fate 
had  sent  him  to  Stonyhurst  instead  of  to  Eton 
he  would  have  made  an  exceUent  Roman  Catholic 
priest.    He  might  yet  save  himself,  some  folk  with 
minds  too  broad  and  charitable  to  shun  the  leader 
of  a  fnvolous  and  esoteric  set  would  say  now  and 
then.    If  only  his  mind  was  not  too  warped  and 
fantastic    he  might  be  saved.    But  no  one  knew 
how  far  his  distorted  views  of  life  had  gone,  to  what 
strange  places  his   "sightiess  soul"  had  already 
strayed.  ^ 

"  Now  let  us  talk,"  Lady  Honoria  said  "  Tell 
me  everything.  Emily  was  tired  and  out  of  temper 
to-mght."  *^ 

"  We  ought  to  forgive  her."  he  answered  with 
reverence  m  his  voice,  the  reverence  with  which 
some  men  speak  of  their  religion  or  their  love 
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"How  wonderful  she  was  I  A  supreme  artist  I 
The  '  estranged  sad  spectres  of  the  night '  seemed 
thronging  round  me  as  I  listened." 

"  Quite  so,  Humphrey,"  said  Lady  Honoria 
rather  brusquely,  "  but  do  leave  poor  dear  Emily 
alone  now  and  talk  to  me.  Now  what  is  this  revela- 
tion of  yours  ?  Is  it  really  anything  serious  ?  Does 
it  matter  ?  Heaven  knows  that  we  all  want  some- 
thing to  enliven  us  just  now." 

"  That  isn't  quite  the  spirit  in  which  I  want 
to  tell  you  of  what  I  have  found,"  he  said.  "  It 
is  something  far  more  fiery-coloured  than  any 
passing  aspect  of  art  could  ever  be.  It  is  something 
flame-Uke  and  wonderful,  something  from  the 
inscrutable  East,  one  of  those  mystic  Orient  forces 
that  now  and  again — but  very  rarely — come  to  our 
Western  world." 

Lady  Honoria  was  impressed.  The  young  man 
spoke  slowly,  without  the  quick  and  excited  enthu- 
siasm that  was  his  wont.  His  voice  and  manner 
were  really  impressive.    He  was  obviously  moved. 

The  quick,  imaginative  woman  was  stirred. 
She  discerned  something  unusual. 

In  the  parched  and  weary  search  of  her  life  for 
new  sensations,  she  had  become  abnormally  eager. 

"  Go  on,  Humphrey,"  she  said. 

"  I  have  met  with  a  very  strange  and  wonderful 
personality,"  he  answered.  "  I  have  never  met 
with  anything  like  it  before.  We  have  been  wasting 
our  time,  Lady  Honoria.  We  have  all  been  bowing 
down  to  the  little  gods  in  the  ante-chamber  of  the 
Temple  I  Now  I  am  only  at  liberty  to  say  a  certain 
amount  to-night — to  prepare   the  way   for   more. 
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In  a.  week's  time  those  who  are  worthy  to  know 
everything  wiU  assemble  in  my  house.  They  wiU 
be  introduced  to  my  friend  and  join  him  or  not. 
as  they  please.  Those  who  accept  his  message 
are  to  see  something  so  wonderful,  and  even  terriWe 
to  our  Ideas,  that  their  whole  attitude  towards  life 
wiU  be  altered.  The  very  word  'Life'  will  have 
a  different  meaning  for  them." 

"  You  are  strangely  excited,  Humphrey.  You 
almost  frighten  me.  I  have  felt  that  something 
was  gomg  to  happen  all  this  night." 

"  Something  very  wonderful  is  going  to  happen  " 
he  said  gravely. 

At  that  moment  there  was  a  general  rising  from 
the  tables.  Everyone  was  tired,  everyone  wanted 
sleep.  'Stay,"  she  whispered.  "Sit  here  I'll 
go  and  get  rid  of  aU  these  people,  and  then  you  can 
go  on.  Do  you  mind  ?  " 
"  I'm  here  for  that,"  he  said. 
Lady  Honoria  swept  out  of  the  alcove.  She  had 
a  whispered  and  confidential  word  for  her  especial 
friends,  a  gracious  farewell  for  those  she  did  not 
know  so  well. 

Sir  Arthur  Childe  had  gone  home  to  Bedford 
Square  some  time  before  ;  Canon  Escott  had  left  at 
the  same  time.  But  the  taU  and  portly  figure  of 
Father  Grogan,  muffled  round  the  throat,  stood 
by  Roland  and  Angus  Evan  TuUoch.  The  lady 
doctor  was  with  them  also. 

Lady  Honoria  was  surprised.    These  four  people 
were  not  among  those  she  thought  would  have 
remained  so  late  as  this. 
They  were  incongruous— she  felt  in  some  subOe 
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way— among   the   crowd   of  hooded   women   and 
cloaked  men  who  were  getting  into  their  carriages. 
"Good-night,"  she  said.    "Father  Grogan,  you 
are  quite  dissipated." 

"  I'm  going  home  with  Roland  to-night,"  the 
clergyman  answered.  "  I  have  to  give  an  address 
at  Richmond  to-morrow,  and  Roland  is  putting 
me  up  at  Bedford  Park." 

"  We  are  all  going  to  walk,"  Roland  said.  "  It's 
freezing  hard,  but  there  isn't  a  breath  of  wind. 
Dr.  Low  is  cpming  with  us  as  far  as  Kensington, 
and  Tulloch,  as  you  know,  Uves  next  door 
to  me.  Gcod-night,  aunt.  Thank  you  awfully 
for  coming  down  this  afternoon,  and  for  the  things 
you  brought  Gertrude.    She's  delighted." 

A  footman  opened  the  door.  Nearly  all  the  car- 
riages had  gone  by  now.  The  lamp  Ught  burned 
clear  in  a  windless  and  frosty  night. 

The  keen  air  came  into  the  warm,  scented  hall, 
a  breath  of  the  real  world  outside  this  luxurious 
house,  so  full  of  subtle  modem  weariness  and  unrest ! 
"  A  fine  night !  "  Father  Grogan  said,  squaring 
his  board  chest  and  snuffing  the  exhilarating  air 
from  which  the  smoke  and  fog  of  day  had  gone. 

"  A  fine  night !  "  Dr.  Low  answered,  slim  and 
active  in  the  blue  hooded  cloak  which  covered 
her  simple  evening  frock. 

The  night  which  came  pressing  into  the  hall 
was  more  vivid  and  life-giving  than  any  of  the 
costly  wines  the  guests  had  drunk  that  night. 

Roland's  eyes  sparkled.  His  strong  athletic 
figure  braced  itself,  he  looked  like  a  man  about  to 
fight  and  win. 
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"  Se. !  Winter  come.,  ,0  nile  the  varied  year  I  " 

Lady  Honoria  shivered 
free!'; U?.. '°"'    ''''°""^^'"    ^he    said.    '■  It's 

stronger  and  came  Quicker  tA  ♦,,    u         ""'^    "^^^ 
-nonot  ^,„,^.-5^^^  ^o_the  heart  than  the 

I',    *^'y  ^^""^  ^*'-°"g.  these  four  -1_ 

the'^ettd"  u 'r  There""  "'  "'^  ^"^  -"- 
with  a  dumb  reS.  i^hT  sT^^T^^'  "^^^'^^ 

turn^S^tThe^JLCer"'  ^^^^^^  "^  ^» 
all  of  them,  doefn't  itTyl""'  '7''^  ""^''''^ 
dale."  •      '^^ ;    good-night,  Drys- 
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Lady  Honoria  entered  the  supper  room.  She 
could  net  at  once  see  the  alcove  where  Humphrey 
England  was  sitting,  but  the  rest  of  the  room  was 
quite  empty  of  life. 

The  lights  shone  on  deserted  tables,  on  drooping 
flowers,  cigarette  ash,  disordered  plates,  the  wreck 
and  ddbris  of  a  feast.  Chairs  were  pushed  this  way 
and  that.    It  was  horrible  !   she  thought. 

The  decadent  was  sitting  quietly  where  she  left 
him.  He  was  smoking,  his  glass  was  full  of 
charabertin,  his  smooth  face  untired  and  uninfluenced 
by  his  surrotmdings.  He  was  a  complete  and  im- 
perturbable person.  Lady  Honoria  was  conscious 
of  a  certain  admiration  for  him.  Calm  was  im- 
pressive, whatever  sort  of  calm  it  was,  in  the  welter 
of  her  own  thoughts. 

"We  can't  stay  here,  Humphrey,"  she  said. 
"  It's  too  desolate.  Come  up  to  my  room,  there 
will  be  a  fire  there.    It  will  be  cosy." 

Humphrey  England  started.  He  had  really  been 
engrossed,  his  hostess  saw  it  was  not  a  pose. 

"  I've  been  lost  in  a  vacuum  of  speculative 
thought,"  he  said.  "Wherever  you  Uke,  Lady 
Honoria." 

She  led  the  way  through  the  almost  violent  dis- 
order of  the  deserted  room.  At  the  door  she  snapped 
the  main  switch  and  sudden  darkness  came. 

They  went  up  the  broad  stairs  together,  their 
evening  shoes  sinking  into  the  Persian  web  and 
woof  which  covered  them.    It  was  all  rather  ghostly. 

"Let's  say  good-night  to  Basil,"  she  exclaimed 
suddenly. 

The  Judge's  study  was  in  the  same  corridor  as 
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wrS-g^TaWe"  HisTi"«  '°™'-  ""  *'"'"^  «*  » 
by  a  reading  W     An,  ^^/'^'"y  illuminated 

siderati;„  ^d  ?hXht  "''  """^  ^"'""^  «=°»- 

He  looked  up.     "  Hallo."  he  said    "  T  ♦  h      u. 

to       say      good-night.       dear"       .1,-  ■'"^* 

"Humphrey  „d  Im  ,„i!f;    u  *°     "»»eted. 

k»^i,youdon.t.j;v;:Lr,o'i;ii:; 

io"Ms"°^s.'":sr„'"„zx;xrt 

came  and  went  ahnnf  ti,     ,  "'""P"rey   England 

fct  r-thii^ir  w^/  T'-  ^  '^  '^*- 

things  happened.  ""    ""^^   strange 

Lady  Honoria  and  her  friend  sat  down  on  either 


! 
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imagined  that  Humphrey 
new  curry  or  pickle.  He 
"  No,"  she  said,  rather  be- 


lide  of  the  still  glowing  fire.  Humphrey  generally 
breathed  a  deep  sigh  of  contentment  in  Lady 
Honoria's  room  or  made  some  remark  upon  its 
"  wholly  satisfying  "  beauty  To-night,  his  hostess 
noticed  he  was  too  engrossed  even  for  that. 

"  All  I  can  do  to-night,"  he  said,  "  is  to  tell  you 
who  and  what  sort  of  a  person  you  are  going  to 
meet.  The  stupendous  change  he  is  about  to  make 
in  Ufe  I  must  say  nothing  of.  I  am  pledged  not  to 
do  so.  The  revelation  must  come  from  his  lips 
alone.  Lady  Honoria,  have  you  ever  heard  of 
the  Brahmo  Somaj  ?  " 

For  a  moment   she 
was  talking   of  some 
was  a  known  epicure.    ' 
wildered  ;   "  what  is  it  ?  " 

England  pulled  a  card  from  his  pocket.  Some 
dates  and  other  memoranda  were  written  on  it. 

" '  Brahmo  Somaj '  means  the  '  Church  of  the 
one  God,'  "  he  said.  "  It  is  the  name  of  a  religious 
body  in  India.  Tliis  body  has  had  a  curious  history. 
I've  some  notes  on  it  here.  One  can  divide  it  into 
three  periods,  up  till  ten  years  ago.  The  movement 
started  in  1830.  It  was  founded  by  the  Rajah 
Rammohtm  Roy,  who  died  in  England  three  years 
afterwards,  that  is  in  1833.  I  want  you  to  remember 
that.  For  a  few  years  httle  or  nothing  was  heard 
of  the  sect.  It  appears  on  the  surface  again  in  1842 
under  a  learned  ascetic  known  as  Debendro  Nath 
Tagore.  In  1850  Debendro  issued  a  work  called 
the  '  Brahma  Dharva,'  or  '  Religion  of  tlie  one  true 
God.'  It  became  the  bible  of  the  sect.  Everyone 
studied  the   lessons  and   mystical   philosophy  of 
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students,  which  DphlnH  ^'tT'^  '°^  °'^<^y 
nothing  defit/t:\fst„"ot  af  ut  T^'f '  ?"* 
BSso™-^?-2-£ersr^^^^^^ 

a  new  one  entitled  til.  R?''  T'*^  ^"^^  *t^t«d 
All  that  w:f  2  cultS  rdl'^'^"'-^  '"'^'^•' 
society  left  it  with  h  L  A^i'fS^V"  *'f  t^ 
came  raiswl  int«  ,         "  Hindu  sect  be- 

w^  cap^S  of  ?nfl   '=°'"P^^'>«"«ve  rdigion,  which 

his"d"i"   ^'"'^''^'^    ^"^   ^   — t    to   relight 
Lady'  'Sr  tr  ^  ^.t"if  ^  t"^''-^'" 

power.'"  ^^     *    ^^^  h«ght  of  his 

from  persons  of  all  classes     hI  „  urf  ."^^^"^ 

"'  EneUsh    and  hLi  ^  Published  a  book 

iingusft,  and  books  were   written  about  him. 

K 
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\B^ 


:     I 


Sophia  Dobson  CoUett— who  sounds  like  a  nursery 
rhyme  !— pubUshed  '  Indian  Theism  and  its  relation 
to  Christianity.'  Then  there  was  Miss  Cobbe's 
'  Hours  of  Work  and  Play,'  and  so  on. 

Lady  Honoria  felt  ill-used.  She  was  being  kept 
up  to  hear  a  dull  record  of  a  respectable  Anglo- 
Indian  religious  movement  which  had  not  even 
the  picturesqueness  of  Madame  Blavatski  and 
parlour  miracles.  Humphrey  was  not  usually  boring. 
She  gazed  into  the  fire  while  he  continued,  hardly 
listening  to  him,  wondering,  as  a  matter  of  fact, 
if  her  boy  at  Oxford  was  sleeping  sound  in  his 
ancient  college  room. 

But  in  a  minute  or  so  England's  story  became 
more  vivid  and  actual.  ..."  And  before  he 
went  back  to  India,  Keshub  went  down  to  Devon- 
shire and  stayed  with  some  people  in  an  old  house 
there.  When  he  returned  to  his  own  country  his 
influence  and  brilliancy  stopped.  The  sect  lan- 
guished, to-day  it  merely  exists  as  a  sort  of  philan- 
thropic agency.  A  sudden  change  came  to  the 
leader  of  the  whole  thing.  What  had  happened 
was  this. 

"Keshub  when  he  seceded  from  Debendro  Nath 
Tagore  had  taken  the  secret  and  unpubli'-hed 
part  of  the  Brahma  Dharva.  This  he  had  always 
kept  and  studied,  adding  to  it  here  and  there  as 
he  made  new  psychical  discoveries.  It  was  the 
inspiration  of  his  leadership  and  the  secret  of  his 
power.  One  can  imagine,  for  instance,  if  Canon 
Escott  had  got  hold  of  a  fifth  gospel  which  no  one 
else  knew  of  and  which  explained  the  other  four, 


what  a  use  he  would  make  of  it  in  sermons 


and 
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•nterpretationoMog^a,    Keshub  had  so.ethi„, 

of  great  talent  ^d  deep  tjl^''^  1  ^  Eu«,pea„ 
-nined  to  master  its  TeT^l  "'^"^' ^«*«'- 
m  his  studies  of  it  tharhf  ^  ^  realised,  early 
thing  which  was  not  i„  the  ,'  /"^  ^"^"^  °^  *""«- 
to  be.  The  book-tTsS  'r  ''^'*  "  ^PP*^^*"! 
to  the  late  Professor  M^'SeTV^  '""'^ 
greatest  European  auth^tf  ^^  c""  *"  "»« 
know.    Max  Mailer  wou^dnnf  ^*""="*'    ^ou 

upon  the  thing  He  Se  nn  '''°T""'='  '^^^"i'^'y 
</«  suggest  totte  pr£^t  o^  '"  M'  ^''^  ^^ 
half  in  joke.  •  OieS*  ,?rY°^  ^^  ^^  ^ 
in  a  letter  from  SforWn^r'*  ""'«^"'''  '^^  ^^d. 
ing  MS.  that  one  had  f "i^n"""^ '*'''" '"t«^«*t- 

said.t;ert^eV„r'a„^"a"^,  V^^^-  «-™ 
hints  of  the  young  man         """'"'^  *'>'  *''«'  ''trange 

"  The  sixteenth  part  of  the  '  Arfi, 
he  said  gravely  "is  tL  !  Artharva-veda,' » 
the  sacred  S;«  of  L'"'"'*.*""'^^'-^"^  P^  of 
before  ChrisThTems  to  h"  ^^  ^'^""^d  years 
hands  of  the  VedaTtLs  )T"  'it^'*  ""*  °^  ^^e 
mystical  writing  ttatrs,i?/'u''^*  P*^  "*  the 
from  lire  I  •  "  Ld  n^fv  ''^''*  '**"'  ■""*««« 
treasure,  this  increAih?        ]'''"«  ^'"^'  *his  world- 

'^rtW„a-r*rf«-\J//°;.   ^^  «*'«««  P'rt  of  the 
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He  rose  from  his  chair.  His  eyes  were  curiously 
alight.  He  looked  younger  and  it  was  obvious 
that  he  was  profoundly  moved. 

He  bent  towards  Lady  Honoria,  speaking  quickly 
with  a  catch  of  the  breath.  "  You  are  ),oing  to 
meet  the  man  who  has  that  book,"  he  sairi.  "  The 
man  who  has  learnt  all  its  strange  and  awful  secrets 
— ^the  man  who  has  power !  Yes,  Lady  Honoriu, 
wonders  are  dawning  for  you  and  me  I  Soon  we 
shall  see  with  other  ey<'...  than  now,  soon  we  shall 
begin  to  mutter  and  ponder  incessantly  the  mystic 
syUable  '  OM  ! '  " 

Thus  was  th,;  Judge's  wife  told  of  her  high  and 
coming  fortune  ;  thus  did  she  add  a  final  experience 
and  sensation  to  the  others  of  this  varied  night. 
Thus  did  the  hurried  hypnotic  voice  of  the  decadent 
tell  its  stupendous  secret,  while  a  new  dawn  was 
beginning  to  tremble  in  tlie  livid  winter  sky. 


CHAPTER    Iir. 

T»B  WALK  HOME,  AND  THE  MEETING  WITH  THE  M^N 
JN  FURS  WHO  RAN  FROM  THEM. 

Much  earlier  in  the  niglit  the  wind  had  blown  all 
th^fog  away  and  the  sky  was  powdered  with  g^d:; 

of5.'i*''7'"'"*'  '''"S  "''*  ^t««'  «"<!«  the  steps 
of  the  wayfarers.    It  was  freezing  hard,  but  no  rafn 

a^lelfirk^^t^rvJ^Sf  Tatra^-/-^on  r 

Sleeping  m  their  great  capes  of  black  fur 

But  as  they  stretched  out  and  drew  aw-iv  fr^™ 
XTJS  tdT'^^""*^"  theTeetXar 
madeS2lf7,?t  I'th""^'"''  ""'^'"'y  °'  London 
in  the  dS  "       '''  "'  '■*  •^""  "''^^^  'I" 

.^^^irtn^th^^^s-'tr 

on  the  doors  of  the  silent  houses,  steadily  Sn" 
L VTe!"'  patrol  that  rich  and  V-or  mTglftTp' 
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The  yellow  eyes  of  a  prowling  hansom  gleamed 
at  a  comer,  a  stout  woman  in  black  with  a  horrible 
face  crept  along  some  railings,  lost,  hopeless, 
papillon  de  nuit. 

Father  Grogan  began  to  talk.  It  was  easy  to 
talk  and  to  listen  in  the  long  steady  swing  of  their 
progress,  it  was  easy  to  talk  of  great  things  and 
issues  in  these  vast  silent  spaces  with  such  a  starry 
heaven  above.  All  were  of  those— no  large  com- 
pany our  city  streets  witness— who  know  how  to 
walk.  Roland  was  an  athlete  from  Oxford,  Angus 
Evan  Tulloch  had  tramped  with  wild  soldiers  in 
the  Balkans  and  knew  how  a  man  marches  to 
Larissa  when  fear  is  the  only  tonic  in  his  blood ; 
the  clergyman  was  hale  and  strong,  with  a  natural 
dignity  of  mind  that  acted  upon  his  muscles  and 
forbade  anything  but  a  worthy  progress ;  and  as 
for  Dr.  Ella  Low,  who  walked  better  than  any  of 
them,  she  walked  as  she  lived,  inspired  and  trained 
by  an  accurate  scientific  knowledge  of  how  to 
doit. 

"All  these  poor  dear  people,"  Father  Grogan 
said,  "remind  me  very  much  of  a  bumble  bee 
on  a  window-pane.  One  sits  by  a  window  in  summer- 
time which  is  half  open.  The  bee  comes  in,  flies 
round  the  room,  finds  that  it  is  no  place  for  a  decent 
bee  to  spend  much  time  in,  and  attempts  to  get  out. 
He  spends  ten  minutes  in  futile  efforts  to  fly  through 
the  glass,  though,  if  he  only  knew  it,  he's  only  got 
to  go  an  inch  or  two  higher  to  gain  freedom 
without  any  trouble  at  all." 

"  I  know,"  Dr.  Low  answered,  in  her  quick, 
decisive    way.     "Silly    httle    insects!    I    always 
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TJrJ;.""''  "^"'"^^'^'^'^^  ^""^  J-P   'hem 
the'JrisJtiS^*.."^^"^''^  '"""^  temperaments." 

to^be.eve  no  ,o„,er  in  God.?  R^td' .aiS^Jf 

for  mstance.    I  suppose  they  are  I  co:^^^^' 
wiU  t  t  n'f  "r^'^  ™^^"°S  of  the  ?oundI  it 

"To  scourge  them  from  the  profession  i  "  fh« 
doctor  answered  vehemently.  '^It  T  ^  h  It 
greatest  py  and  relief  thit  r  i.„„  *''^ 

to  take  irLte  ac^S.  "T*  ^  ^  /utv"'  Ttr^ 
u  terable  scoundrel  Ninian  Newt™  Vplrn"; 
and  posturing  at  Lady  Honoria's  to-night"         ^ 
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"  Beast  1 "  growled  the  journalist.    "  I  saw  him." 

Father  Grogan  was  silent.  His  three  friends 
were  full  of  noble  indignation  and  active  fight. 
He  also  was  a  man  of  action,  but  he  lived  more 
with  the  unseen  than  they.  His  heart  was  very 
heavy. 

"  The  Prophets,  though  dead,"  he  s?id  at  length, 
"  can  and  do  speak.  '  Read  the  Word  ot  the  Lord, 
ye  rulers  of  Sodom  ;  give  oar  unto  the  law  of  our 
God,  ye  people  of  Gomonah.  Cease  to  do  evil ; 
learn  to  do  well;  seek  judgment,  reUeve  the 
oppressed,  judge  the  fatherless,  plead  for  the 
widow.'  " 

"Fine  words,"  said  the  writer;  "grand,  grave 
words.    Ah  !   there  were  men  then." 

"  And  are  still,  thank  God,"  Dr.  Low  answered. 
"  We've  got  the  middle  classes,  at  any  rate.  They 
are  sound,  though  the  upper  middle  classes  are 
beginning  to  imitate  the  highest  classes  just  where 
they  fuse  and  overlap.  We  are  in  Kensington 
now  " — she  waved  her  hand  round  her.  "  In  1872 
the  birth-rate  of  Kensington  was  317  per  thousand 
inhabitants.  In  1903  it  had  dropped  to  18  per 
thousand  ;  in  1904  to  ii.i ;  and  now  it  is  7  per 
thousand !  " 

"Yes,  that's  quite  true,"  Roland  answered. 
"  But  we  are  beginning  to  grip  now.  We  have 
become  a  force.  Public  opinion  is  moving,  it  is 
being  stirred.  Great  men  who  sneered  at  us  are 
coming  in.  The  Bishops  are  reaUsing  which  way 
the  wind  blows  and  hurrying  to  be  put  on  our  lists 
before  they  have  to  appear  late-comers.  The 
pohticians  are  joining,  not  because  they  care  very 
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Weshaliseewhal^e^raSr-    "  ^^  '-«- 
Mr.    Grogtf  '« Co'  ^'"*  ^^'^'^«'«  ^^vival."  said 
dividual  Tbroughn^iV/^-^'r  ^•'^   "'^  ^ 
*ai  take,  theret  sometl!  ?  "^^^  Christ,  if  he 
that  can  chan  J  hf    !       ?  *"  receive-a  power 

Without  it  whaVrift  fn  .      "««»nq"erable  hope, 
a  worm  in  the  dark  i„d  tL   H"  ^"*  '  ^'^^  ^«^^  "f 
0"  campaign   Md  tS         ^^''"^  °^  "^  desire  •  ? 
lies  deep'in^^arTy  evLT^rf /°^  °"^  ^-O'd  that 
Arthur  Childe  hi  proved  Mahh^  *"^'*''"='-    ^'^ 
restriction  of  families  trK"^""™  ^d  the 
But   that  is  not  «     'i  ?  T"'""^  ^^^V- 
1872.  said  that   '  little   Ln-^         ^*"^'*    *^'"'  '« 
<=an  be  expected  untU  he  Zr""'"!   '"   """'^^ 
is  regarded  with  "be  same  f   r  "^  °^  '^"^e  famili.^ 
or  any  other  ph;sicieS''S"^  *"  drunkenness 
The  ablest  brains  in  ToToall  a^"^  "^T  *"'"S- 
'"th  less  able  brains   n^l       ^^^  *°  *''**•    But 
thinking,  such  S '  Iv  t  '"'^P''""  °^  *^'="^^te 

easy  to  prove  wCtLJ^lf^  ^  *ns««r.    It  is 

-d  doughtiest  t^,TlX  TL'Zt'^''' 

It  IS  easy  to  prove  what  r^^  *i,  ,  ^althusians. 
He  said  'Be  iJu.vVt^Tt  "'  "  "^^^^ 
Nature  thinks  of  it  even  II  T^  P'""^  ^''** 
My  new  pamphlet  „„  ,*  V.  ""  '^"  P'°^«  i*-" 
^he  said  gri,S  .' I  TJ  '^''^  '^  "^^rly  ready." 
S  nuy.       I  am  gomg  to  /ng/^to.  the^ 
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foolish,  empty-headed  women.  Frighten  them  with 
physiological  and  pathological  fact  I  It  is  just  as 
you  say,  Mr.  Grogan.  There  can  be  no  conflict 
between  what  we  know  of  Nature  and  what  has 
been  revealed  to  us  of  Religion.  It  is  only  people 
of  limited  vision,  and  who  do  not  know  anythuig 
about  the  philosophy  of  Christianity,  that  say  so 
now.  A  study  of  Nature  teaches  lae  how  many 
things  happen,  but  not  why  they  happen.  For 
that  I  go  to  the  Faith." 

They  were  talking  thus,  gravely  and  earnestly 
of  the  things  which  influenced  all  their  Uves,  when 
Dr.  Low  arrived  near  her  own  house  (where  she 
hved  with  two  sisters  and  a  brother,  who  held  a 
post  at  the  British  Museum)  and  bade  them  good- 
night. 

They  watched  the  tall,  hooded  figure  going  down 
the  street  with  its  graceful  and  resolute  step. 

"Such  women  are  the  very  salt  of  the  earth," 
Roland  said. 

"  How  our  Lord  must  love  her ! "  answered 
Father  Grogan. 

"  And  many  men  would,  had  she  not  devoted 
her  hfe  to  maternity,"  said  the  writer.  "Modern 
hfe  has  robbed  life  of  some  of  its  beauty,  but  it  has 
added  others,"  he  continued  thoughtfully.  "  What 
an  uplifting  and  wonderful  thing  it  is  to  see  this 
woman  denying  herself  the  joys  of  marriage  and  the 
help  of  a  good  man,  living  a  lonely  life  because  she 
has  such  a  great  heart.  Think  of  the  hundreds  of 
mothers  who  bless  her  name,  the  hundreds  of 
sufferers  who  owe  her  a  debt  they  can  only  pay 
with  thankful  tears  I    The  vestals  of  old   Ki'iiie, 


THE  WALK  HOME.  ^^ 

Valjean  attend  her  in  a^  sfe  ^r^^  ?""'' J^^" 

bodyguard  that  none  darffaS        f    ^  'P'"*"^ 

which  evety  evil  and  h^lff'^f'**  ^^°'^'  before 

He  SD0ke\«th  A  ""^"'  **""«  must  fly  t  '• 

-hichil;^:^u%"x:?h' '"'  '^.^ ""''  '-- 

talent  enabled  him  to  put  blautifulT  k^'"^ 
adequate  words.  He  waJt  =f  V  "^''*'  '°*° 
hesitate,    to    incamlte  T"  *,.      I"''    ^'^   "J^dn't 

privilege  of  thSa^  tel  "^''*'-  "  «  *»>« 
sometimes,  its  curi^  temperament,  just  as  it  is. 

-^^'r^^Z^'SLr^r'  '°^  ^^  -ad 
on  the  right  o7  whth  Xf  T°  ^"'^"•°''''-  ^''^ 
reached.  Bedford  Park  lies  ''""'  ^'^^  ^^ 

W:,ltyS^^t;j[^^^^^^^^^  '^^  changed, 
now  barren  of  leave"  TjodiX""^"  "T^'''  ^rees. 
t^t  had  an  old"£nerctfm 'Te' ^"^ 
^W  on  something  more  freotnTspa^o^s'S 

^et'r.^Herrand" b7S  ^^  *^  ^^'^^  ^ 
sleeping.  ^  **"*  '«""•.  everyone  was 

AsltrofTheS    llr'-^-^^to 
up  from  the  river  anHhl  ^  ^"  ^^s  coming 

-inter's  air  of  re^h'itr'AlilVo?  *'^  ""^^ 
whe.  u  is  damp ;    they  feirthel^^L^ttC'^'^ 
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Moreover,  the  conversation  of  the  earlier  part 
of  the  walk  provided  sufficient  food  for  mental 
riunination.  Each  man  was  sifting  and  arranging 
it,  and  each  in  his  own  individual  way  was  getting 
his  own  particular  measure  of  good  from  it. 

Just  before  they  came  to  Ravenscourt  Park 
they  heard  quick  and  decided  steps  in  a  side  street 
which  they  were  approaching. 

As  they  drew  near,  a  tall  figure  came  out  into  the 
main  road.  He  drew  near  to  the  three  friends, 
and  when  he  had  reached  them,  almost  beneath 
the  light  of  a  street  lamp,  he  stopped  and  spoke. 

"  I  wonder  if  one  of  you  would  give  me  a  match  ?  " 
he  said  in  a  cultured  voice,  which  immediately 
arrested  Roland's  attention  by  its  rich  vibrant 
quality. 

It  struck  Roland  like  an  echo. 

"  I  think  we  are  provided,  sir,"  said  Angus  Evan 
TuUoch,  and  pulling  out  his  own  box  he  offered 
it  to  the  newcomer. 

"  I  am  extremely  obliged,"  the  man  said,  taking 
out  his  cigar-case.  "I  wished  to  smoke  to  keep 
out  the  night  air  and  could  not  light  my  cigar. 
Nor  did  I  expect  such  good  fortune  as  to  meet  with 
travellers  at  this  hour." 

He  spoke  with  a  measured  cadence,  a  certain 
pedantry  even — the  sort  of  voice  that  is  affected 
by  young  dons  at  Oxford.  But  the  strange  vibrant 
note  made  his  speech  a  thing  to  be  remembered. 

"  Vibrant " — whose  voice  had  he  said  was  the 
most  vibrant  voice  he  had  ever  heard  ?  Roland 
thought.  He  remembered  saying  so  to  Gertrude, 
he  remembered 
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fur  coat,  theTstracSn'  ^  ^'V^^  '"  *  ^^^^  ^e^vy 
down  the  cen^fS  eXlf ^r.''  *"^*'''  ^'l 
thing  was  just  a  1  tL  r!   ^^  ^^'^^-    ^he  whole 

English  gent:.  wL'^arTaTl  *''"'  ^ 

It  was  foreign,  more  sXrt„  w  °"  '*"'"*• 

The  man  h    the  matSi  Ind  h'"^^  °'  ^'"^''^^ 

his  cigar.  ^'^  ^«S^  to  suck  at 

-mazing  thing  abo^ut' i" wL  he"S~H  '^^ 
they  were  merely  directed  to  Ihl  *y?*-  though 
cheroot,  theysee^ed?oblJ^J,\*f.  °,;  '-? 
magnetism-none   of  the  7hr»  'ntel],gence. 

afterwards  as  to  what  i,  ^r^*"!"  *^°"'''  «8'«=e 
them  their  ^wer  ^'""''  *'"*"'  ^^at  ^ve 

thil?sr  :S  £!•;  .'^'San'rH-''  -'»-  -- 

just  like  pmiingura  sDrin  K^^  f.  ^'^^-  "  ^^  ^as 
aftenva,^ ;   "Si  LT  a '"1'  ^  '"''^  ^'«^t">de 

An  old  ^d  startl  n^l  T^  °^  ^^"^  P""'^  *"•" 
like  an  unh^^lJed  £  oTSt'''"^.  '^''^  *°  ''^ 
°n  a  summer  nirhf  a  ^^^^  "**='**'■  ^^^y 
married  ^  on^  l;  f  v^'^"  "^  J*^  «arly 
conscious  Si-hadaJmlw'  ""^"^^  ^'^~^^ 
remained  stS  ud  in  1^      ,^^°"*"'  ''«*  *hich 

He  saw  nnr!      ^-      *^^  *^^  °f  his  memory 

anS«drh:^in^"f"^'^A*  °'  ^-^'•-^.'  -> 

taU  Indian  i^  a  Tre  "  J°7'^  ^*^°"  '*°<''  ^'^  » 
a  dress  of  gleaming  white  gliding 
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down  the  path.  He  saw  Gertrude's  pallid  face 
with  the  shut  eyes.  And,  more  vividly  than  all, 
he  saw  the  face  of  his  strange  host  of  that  afternoon. 

It  was  the  face  of  the  man  before  him  now.  Line 
for  line,  contour  for  contour,  eyes  for  blazing  eyes, 
he  saw  the  face  of  the  man  who  had  fallen  into  a 
ph}^ical  agony  at  the  sight  of  Gertrude. 

He  gave  a  sudden  sharp  exclamation,  almost  a 
cry. 

The  other  three  members  of  the  group  started. 

"  Why,"  Roland  said  in  a  high  voice,  "  we  have 
met  before,  sir  !  Don't  you  remember  me  ?  Don't 
you  remember  my  wife  who  was  bitten  by  the 
snake — at  the  old  house  near  Ilfracombe  ?  " 

The  stranger  had  stiffened.  His  two  arms  had 
dropped  to  his  side ;  both  match  and  cigar  had 
fallen.  His  head  was  bent  forward,  as  if  he  were 
listening  with  great  attention.  His  face  was  now 
in  complete  shadow. 

"  I  gave  you  my  card,"  Roland  went  on.  "  Surely 
you  remember  ?    You  are  Mr.  Mordaunt !  " 

At  the  last  word  the  man's  head  was  suddenly 
lifted,  jerked  back  it  almost  seemed. 

His  face  was  the  same  face  of  terror,  as  the  lamp- 
light fell  on  it,  as  Roland  had  seen  in  the  little 
room  of  the  deserted  Devon  hall. 

Father  Grogan  had  started  back  in  alarm.  Evan 
Angus  TuUoch  was  watching  the  man's  face  with 
a  keen,  hard  scrutiny. 

The  relative  positions  of  the  group  lasted,  perhaps, 
for  five  seconds — a  long  period  in  an  emotional 
crisis. 

Then  the  man  slewed  round  without  a  wor4  of 
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glass.  ^  ^""^  '^  ^  s<l"are  fc,mp  of  blue 

'  Come    into    mv    sturfv "    u  i     j 
There  is  sur?  f„  V  i^'      K'^^and    whispered 
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Like  conspirators  tliey  followed  him  down  the 
passage.  It  was  carpeted,  but  of  the  little  noise 
they  made  Roland  contributed  the  greatest  share. 
The  two  big  and  portly  men  who  followed  walked 
like  cats. 

He  turned  the  handle  of  his  study  door  and  they 
entered. 

A  clear  fire  glowed  upon  the  hearth— Mrs.  Battle 
herself  would  not  have  disdained  such  an  one. 

A  kettle  purred  gently  upon  the  coals,  soft  light 
filled  the  comfortable  book-lined  place  from  two 
lamps  on  either  side  the  oak  mantel. 

Upon  one  half  of  the  writing  table  a  cloth  was 
spread.  There  were  a  couple  of  dishes  of  sand- 
wiches and  a  tantalus.  Glasses  stood  upon  a  copper 
tray,  and  hard  by  them  was  a  little  silver  bowl  of 
sugar  and  a  lemon  cut  into  pieces. 

Gertrude  never  forgot  anything.  She  thought 
out  the  least  detail  that  contributed  to  simple  comfort. 
It  was  her  recurring  pleasure  to  embroider  the  daily 
task  with  love,  to  illuminate  it  with  the  dainty 
arts  of  the  housewife,  to  decorate  it  with  her  life 
purpose  of  making  Roland  happy. 

All  three  men  felt  her  recent  presence  in  the 
room  as  they  came  into  it. 

They  began  to  eat  and  drink.  The  walk  had  been 
tiring,  the  glitter  of  the  party  which  preceded  it 
had  robbed  the  brain  of  a  certain  portion  of  its 
phosphorus,  the  body  of  its  oxygen.  And  then  had 
come  the  bizarre  incident  of  Ravenscourt  Park. 

How  good  the  sandwiches  were !  How  excellent 
the  toddy  that  old  campaigner  Angus  Evan  TuUocii 
brewed.    "The  kindly  fruits  of  the  earth  "—yes, 
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cLJSeTar 'i."'"i,r  ^  ^^^  ""^  *"«  <^-- 

«own,  her  hair  was  coUeS  1^7  ^  ^°"8  'l^^'ng- 
her  eyes  were  radT^t  wJh  tiT^^  /"""'^  ''"^  ''^d. 
sleep  had  given  them  Sh*  "''^.^^"''ness  healthy 
happy  young  wife  and  17^  *'^°'^'"^  *»>"*' th^ 
dreams  by  the  re  urn  of  Z         """'^  fr°™   ^er 

No  !  ••  she  said  in  ,  °"*  "^  ^^e  loved. 

"I  couldn-rhear  you  ^1*^,  '""r  P^°'«^tations. 
must  have  been  sSdi  "/Sf  lu-'J^"'*-  You 
I  W  Roland  had  come  back  i  ^  ^°"-  ^"' 
and  ,t  wakes  me  up  hke  an  a^,;.  x?^'  **°  '««»^. 
fgot  even^thing  you  want?  T-  ,^°*  ^ave  you 
thing  else  ?  "       ^  ^      ^°'  '    ^an  I  get  you  My- 

^^She^radiated  kindness  and  the  gentle  influence. 

ofiSeiirrco^L't,nr-  ?^^*-- 

the  sense  of  rest  after  menT.f  .  °"  °'  '^*  ^«"n. 
these  last  momenS  befo^^l,!  ^  ""'  *°^  "^^e 
than  anything  any  of  toe  four t.?  J^°''  "^^'Shtful 
And  all  their  physiS  T^  ^,*"^  *''**  ^^^V- 
their  sense  of  spirS1„^'*  '""'t^  P'easure.  all 
centred  in  and  came  Sm^J  ™'"'^  ^^""''^'ng  was 
,*ho  was  so  kind  aTdS  so  r?^^"'^^  mother 
^7  sleep  to  welcome  th;™"^^"^''^^^'^ 

-{trsar^;[e^*,-!f-wan 

'hat  night  to  Gertrude.  ^''^  ^^^^'^  of 
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They  all  agreed  that  it  was  no  time  to  discuss  or 
analyse  them.  To-morrow  they  would  hold  a 
council  and  decide  what  this  might  mean. 

Tulloch  stepped  over  the  low  wall  which  divided 
the  gardens  of  the  two  houses. 

Father  Grogan  went  to  his  own  room,  and  knelt 
down  to  say  his  prayers  and  bless  this  happy  house. 

Husband  and  wife  went  into  the  night-nursery, 
which  opened  out  of  their  bedroom. 

The  little  children  were  all  sleeping  sound. 

Long  lashes  lay  upon  rounded  cheeks  as  smooth 
and  delicate  in  colour  as  the  inside  of  a  sea  shell. 

Tiny  hands  lay  curved  and  pink  upon  the  coverlets 
as  the  light  of  the  candle  fell  upon  them. 

"  Aren't  they  beautiful  I  "  she  whispered  with  a 
catch  in  her  voice. 

"  Yes,  because  they  are  yours  !  " 

"  Yours  and  mine,  beloved  !  " 

"  Mine  and  yours,  sweet  wife  !  " 

Then  they  also  went  into  their  own  room  and 
knelt  in  prayer. 

The  old  white-haired  writer  in  the  next  house 
was  also  saying  a  word  to  Almighty  God. 

Priest  and  writer,  wife  and  husband— from  all 
these,  prayers  were  ascending  to  the  "  Great  Wliite 
Throne." 

All  over  the  world,  at  all  hours  of  dusk  or  sunshine, 
dawn  or  latest  dark,  faithful  souls  are  praying 
to  God. 


CHAPTER    IV. 

DR.   NINIAN  NEWTON'S  NASTY  DAY. 

society  mothers  sSd     TherecL""'"*^*'  '"^• 

to  make  a  clean  sweep  IfZ^^  "'°"*''  '""8*^ 

whom  the  youL  man   f  i^"«'  P*°P^«  ^th 

they  should  gHesT^ul^^''^ ,'^^««-    Out 

and  esoteric  qiaS  ^  hTn  '^  '"*'"L  '""*'«^»» 
be  installed   th»^-    .    J^""<='"8  "laiden  should 

thronSn   to  ord'^n"''/^*'   "^"^^   ''''°"'<1    ^ 
whoTve^'^or  °atS   d7nV  '""i  ''""'^''y  P«°P'«. 
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odd  or  illusive  to  be  grasped  by  the  ordinary  mind. 
Like  Napoleon,  he  was  an  honorary  member  of  all 
the  arts  and  rdigions,  and  his  generosity  and  simple 
— if  momentary — faiths  endeared  him  to  many 
people. 

On  a  morning,  about  a  week  after  Lady  Honoria's 
party,  Hmnphrey  invited  Dr.  Ninian  Newton  to 
breakfast  with  him. 

The  young  man  Mked  the  society  doctor,  found 
him  adaptable  and  wiUing  to  enter  into  his  enthu- 
siasms. In  a  variety  of  ways  Dr.  Newton  was  useful. 
He  heard  of  any  fresh  craze  before  anyone  else, 
picked  up  all  the  gossip  of  Humphrey's  set,  and 
could  produce  the  charlatan  of  the  moment  witt; 
an  hour. 

The  two  men  sat  at  a  round  table  in  Humphrey's 
breakfast  room.  During  the  last  fortnight  the  place 
had  been  redecorated.  The  rooms  in  this  house 
of  freak  and  fancy  alwa}^  were  being  redecorated. 
Now,  the  room  in  which  the  two  men  sat  was  as 
Indian  as  the  skill  of  a  Regent  Street  firm  and  the 
short  time  allowed  them  covild  compass. 

The  walls  were  covered  with  panels  of  the  fiat 
brick  reds,  deep  chromes  and  blues,  which  form  the 
basis  of  Indian  art.  A  sentence  from  the  Mahab- 
harata  was  inlaid  with  gold  over  the  arch  of  the 
doorway,  an  arch  in  which  the  centre  was  raised 
above  the  chornl,  and  from  which  a  golden  curtain 
hung.  The  ceiling  of  the  room  was  now  concave, 
emblazoned  with  painting  and  gilding,  and  lattice 
work  of  olive-green  and  gold  formed  a  dado  round 
the  walls. 

Humphrey  England  sat  at  breakfast  in  a  long 
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robe  of  blue  linen,  a  pundifs  mh-       j  u- 
essentially  English   faT  lU,  ^'  ""'^  '"^  =*'"°otJ> 
who  was  in  ordinarv  mnr^""!?'  *'  °'-   Newton, 
a  turban  of  ^tZ^S  '^15"  '""^^''^ 
(from  Whiteley-s)  came  Sesi  irtoH ''"'""' 
now  and  then  with  HnhiJ,    i   7^^     *°  ^^  '■"om 
shallow  dish«  of  siJ^er     xJr t?  ^"f  ^"'^^  '" 
room  was  rather  too  rJ^  o  i^    atmosphere  of  the 
pot  of  spices  wL  set  o^rTheThrh,'  'T  '  ''^^ 
silver  methyl  lamp  shawd  Ik!  ,  "^  ^*™"  °^  » 

a  -.oky  frj^ni  over'Tve'^^,^'^^"*'  *'>''=^  ^'''^ 

the'tSyTrSn,  ^hing  could  exceed 
lit  a  cigarette  '''''  ^"""6  man  as  he 

4l?-p£oftotr'— --on 

translations  of  the  aE,^  ^''i'/  ^  ^^^«  there 
It  is  as  well  to  b2omeZr„    m "^  ^^^  Panchatantra. 

spirit  of  S^S  iSure  Lf""*''''^^*'''' 
the  actual  studies  o  r  ?  u  ^o*"^  commencing 
Don't  you  thS  1"     O  '  *^  *'«=*  »'  *" 

you  say,  we  are  onTh»  K^  ,  x^P'""^^-  -^"d,  as 
revolution.  I  don"  Jo^L  ,""  '^'"'  ^'"nendous 
temperament  .fscemic^I  ^'  1°"-  ^'^^  «='^"t'fic 
inclined  to  belLeT^  Sd'"X;d  f "'  '  T 
I  saw  of  him    Hp  rLii      •  *^°  ^'■°'"  what 

Whether  he  ^  '  S^  '^  a  remarkable  man. 
he  hinted  at  Tdo^'t  T  '^''^^P'^^^^  miracle 
credible  to  beLte  jf  hi' J'^^  '"^^  ^  to°  in- 
t^e  secret  he  c.im:tot^:i-^Jto-- 
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script— then  the  man  is  king  of  the  world  almost ! 
Thanks,  I  will  take  some  liqueur— if  it's  not  Indian, 
that  is.  No,  Humphrey,  of  course  it  can't  be  true  ; 
though,  of  course,  it's  extremely  interesting." 

"  Von  are  going  to  see  him  to-night  ?  " 

*•  Yes,  he  has  invited  me  to  call  upon  him.  He 
is  quite  welcome  to  convince  me  if  he  can.  And, 
of  course — I  think  you  know  my  hone3ty  d  purpose, 
Humpteey  ? — once  convinced,  I  ^ould  bee«Be 
an  activ*  member  of  his  circle." 

"  One  of  the  most  valuable  members  he  co«ild  have. 
Doctor.  And  he  will  convert  you.  I  know  it ! 
We  shall  have  youjwith  us.  Debendro — as  he  chooses 
to  be  called,  though  some  day  we  shall  know  his  true 
name— has  powers  that  as  yet  you  know  nothing 
of.  I  am  forbidden  to  speak  of  them.  You  must 
learn  the  reality  of  them  from  the  master  himself." 

The  young  man  spoke  with  dreamy  earnestness, 
almost  as  if  he  were  under  some  hypnotic  influence. 

"  I  shall  preserve  an  open  mind,"  the  Doctor 
answered. 

England  bent  forward  and  touched  the  other  on 
tlie  knee.  "  You  will  be  one  of  us  !  "  he  said  with 
gathering  excitement.  "All  my  intimate  friends 
must  join  us.  You  especially,  Doctor,  who  have 
been  my  friend  and  rompanion  on  so  many  intimate 
occasions— I  should  be  almost  heart-broken  if  you 
did  not." 

"  I  promise  you  I  will  listen  to  Mr.  Debendro 
with  grave  attention,"  Dr.  Newton  answered. 
"  And  if  I  am  convinced  you  shall  have  the  first 
news  of  it.  And  now,  my  dear  boy,  I  must  leave- 
you.    I    have   many    appoiiitmen?'*   to   keep   and 
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much  to  think  nf     \r. 

Remember  that  I  sha^d^™'^'  "'"  ^'  "^'""f^- 
bye  till  to-morrow  "  "^  """°^*'  ^"^  6°°^- 

intftifhSr  :?' hTl.oTse"'^'TrT  ^  '^^""^  ^^ 
there  told  him  that  hi  •  ,  ''""^  ^^°  ^^s 
for  twenty  SuSes  "'^"^  ''"'^  '«'»  ^^^i"? 

brougham,  and  was  drefrl^dlyTwar'"^'^  ^^ 

^:r^^t£^St  ir'i.-v--  --• 

so,  with  a  heavy  sigh  ^'^  ^'^"*°"  '^''^ 

giy'^l^^^TL'^Znll'''  fr  "^'"'^'   '^"^  -t 
sympathetic  cSdou?oT'I  Is  Uf  t^  ^^  ''' 

of  L.R.C.P    and  he  h.lH  .u"  '^'^''''^  "^^^  that 

thing    in    ;    medic-,?       "°  °*''"'  "  '""^^  """^"^1 
pracfice  ^"""^    ""''"    ^'*h    a    West     I£„d 

'T^^V^'JXi  Znrz '-'%'-'''' 

of  Lady  Honoria's  It  L?     ,  ^  ^"^^  """"^n 

When  any  of  them  L  ^^""^^^  ^'"^^5  ^"^  him. 
else  was  ca2  d  in  Tn'™'  ''"°"''^'  "''  «»"«''"« 
--d  as-^rh'a  JndTr  ^  ylS^  ^^f  '^ 
^many  boudoir  confidences.  TeH"  ,«^^« 
^e».  «,ca.word..  and  allusions,  was  the  «f3 
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person  who  kept,  and  was  kept.  a.  much  out  of  the 
wav  of  husbands  as  possible. 
"''L  position  in  the  medical  world  was  anomalous 
though  it  was  not  generally  knovm  m  the  outside 
worid  Hardly  a  respectable  practit.oner  would 
To  k  to  him  He  was  regarded  as  a  dangerous 
a^d  unSrupulous  quack,  and  many  keen  eyes  were 
watching  him  day  by  day. 

He  was  ubiqmtous,  but  his  practice  was  not 
re  "ly  as  large  1  it  appeared  to  be.  It  ay  entire  y 
w  th  the  idle  and  sensual  women  who  had  refused 
"lily  ties  and  the  public  duties  of  Uieir  positm 
^^0  lived  o«ly  for  sensation  and  morbid  pleasures. 
To  these  people  he  had  become  mdnpensLble. 

Through   what    crooked    paths    and    over    what 
miS^  wfys  he  had  reached   his  Pr^-^   <iub."u 
portion  it  is  not  necessary  to  say.    But  that  U 
was  dubious,  dangerous,  and  insecure  none  knew 
better  than  he  did     The  ficUeness  of  these  women 
was   proverbial.     He   might   blackmail  more^  than 
one  of  them,  but  he  would  lose  the  rest.     And  i 
that  happened  he  perfectly  understood  that  he  w<.u 
never    get    any    other   patients.     Where   else   in 
England-unfortunately  Dr.  Ninian  Newton  k«ev 
veTlittle  French-would  he  find  a  crowd  of  r 
anZidle  women  who  retained  him  to  P-der  ^t 
or  that  vice,  to  give  them  a  brief  ^treng^lor  Pl^  - 
bv  means  of  dangerous  dnigs,  to  sell  them  the  «>«r^ 
for  a  week's  wild  enjoyment  at  the  expense  of  a  year 
of  Ufe  ? 

S':ra:-itwa.p.-opleofthefast^.;^ 
begmmng  to  nod  and  whimper  when  b-  passed  by. 
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People  in  liis  charge  had  collapsed  suddenly  and 
died.  Others,  beautiful  women  full  of  fire  and  life, 
had  suddenly  shrivelled  and  grown  old.  Wrecks 
with  active  life  over,  their  husbands  had  closed  the 
great  luxurious  houses  in  street  or  .,quare,  and  pone 
away  with  the  victims.  They  w»Te  never  seen  any 
more,  these  ladies  who  had  druak  deeply  of  3r. 
Newton's  cup.  Other  do.;tors  went  about  saying 
that  tlieir  veins  were  sodden  with  strychnia  and 
powerful  poisons.  At  any  rate,  they  had  gone. 
Never  again  would  they  listen  to  mated  harps  or 
thrill  their  nerves  by  such  like  vanities.  Tiiey  were 
drawn,  yellow,  and  oid  now,  and  were  wheeled  into 
church  at  fashionable  watering-places  m  bath  chairs. 
They  spent  long  hours  gazing  out  ov^r  the  sea. 
seeking  a  healthful  ajiod3aie  it  could  never  give  them, 
and  knowing  chat  their  husbasds  wiiom  they  had 
flouted  in  the  days  of  their  beaoty,  tiiose  husbands 
to  whom  they  had  refused  to  bear  children,  were 
away  in  pursuit  of  madder  music  and  merrier  times 
than  they  could  give.  And  they  would  sit  longing 
for  the  sound  of  a  child's  voice,  for  a  little  hand  to 
hold  while  little  legs  trotted  behind  the  slow-moving 
bath  chair.  Barren,  bitter,  and  alone,  they  would 
sit,  and  sometimes  through  a  broken  heart  Loni 
Christ  would  enter  in  and  give  them  peace  of  pardon 
But  others  died  with  bitterness  and  cursing. 

This  also  Dr.  Newton  knew. 

For  long  he  had  been  realising  some  powerful 
influence  and  agency  working  against  him.  It  was 
mvisible,  impalpable,  but  lie  was  always  meeting 
it  now.  He  was  headed  off  in  many  directions  ; 
once  or  twice  quite  latch   fflily  a  combination  of 
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cunning  and  good  luck  had  saved  him  from  serious 
trouble.  His  friends,  Lady  Honoria's  set,  were  still 
loyal  to  him.  But  their  loyalty  had  got  to  the  stage 
when  it  must  be  actively  exercised  in  his  behalf. 
It  had  been  theoretical  hitherto — he  rather  doubted 
if  it  would  stand  the  strain  of  practice. 

He  knew  whose  hand  was  against  him,  and  why. 
The  Confraternity  of  the  Holy  Ghost  was  at  work, 
and  his  own  frail  pirate  barque  had  come  athwart 
the  bows  of  a  great  armed  ship.  He  did  not  under- 
rate the  power  or  importance  of  his  enemies.  Their 
grip  on  society  was  growing  too  marked  for  that ; 
-ull  that  was  best  in  society  was  joining  them. 

Hs  leaned  back  in  the  carriage  that  was  taking 
liim  to  Mrs.  Emily  Verschmidt's  in  Park  Lane, 
and  his  face  was  haggard.  All  the  urbanity  had  gone 
from  the  face,  all  the  candour  from  the  eyes.  It 
seemed  thinner — haggard  and  terrible. 

The  Doctor  was  heavily  in  debt.  Of  late  several 
women  whom  he  had  for  long  attended  had  suddenly 
broken  up.  They  owed  him  large  sums  on  which 
he  had  been  calculating.  Their  husbands  had  met 
his  requests  for  a  settlement  with  curt  refusals  and 
an  intimation  that  should  they  hear  any  more  of 
the  matter  they  would  take  an  early  opportunity 
of  laying  certain  facts  before  the  General  Medical 
Council. 

Newton  had  been  living  beyond  his  means  for 
a  considerable  time.  The  house  in  Harley  Street, 
the  horses  and  servants,  were  horribly  expensive. 
He  Uved  like  a  doctor  who  was  a  fashionable  con- 
sultant though  he  had  no  general  practice  and  no 
consultation  work  whatever.     And  there  was  another 
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estabbshment  elsewhere,  smaU  but  cosUy  enough 
The  man  was  at  his  wif  s  end  for  money.  He 
had  miagmation  and  sensitive  nerves.  These 
enonnously  added  to  the  mise^.  of  his  positS 
He  saw  everythmg  trmbling  in  the  balance.  The 
sword  of  Damodes.  the  writing  on  the  waU  the 
nnlk  of  G«,-aU  these  grim  sym'bols  raced  tiJoJgh 

™  rf  ^"""i'  '"^  "*^'  ^^'^'  °f  ^^^''t  came  out 
on  his  forehead  as  ke  thought  of  them. 

Well    there   was   stiU   Hmnphn^   England,   he 

I    '^a^  "S^  *  "^^^  ^"^  °^  «"ef-    Property 
handled,   Humphrey  would  save  him  financially 
And  once  let  hrni  pay  off  his  debts,  he  would  be  more 
carefd,  get  a  sum  of  money  in  hand  for  emergencies, 
feel  the  power  that  a  deposit  account  at  the  bank 
STeu"  '"'''"'"'  ""^^^  ^"'^  frightened  consciences 
It  was  quite  obvious  that  he  must  profess  this 
ridiculous  new  Indian  religion  that  Humphrey  was 
lathermg.    It  was  a  great  nuisance,  but  it  had  to  be 
done.    He  had  played  many  such  antics  in  his  time 
It  was  all  part  of  the  game.    But  he  did  not  in  the 
east  like  what  he  had  seen  of  the  new  prophet 
hw  European  with  an  Indian  name.    Charlatan 
the  man  was,  of  course.    They  all  were.    But  he 
seemed  of  more  strength  and  power  than  the  others 
^  Newton  had  dominated  Madame  Paula,  and 
people  of  her  class  whom  society  took  up  for  a  time 
easily  enough.    From  what  he  had  seen  of  Mr' 
♦h.     kI'*!.''*     Humphrey     England's     house,     he 
thought  that  ,t  would  not  be  an  easy  matter  to 
Uorainate  /uin. 
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The  coup*  stopped  at  the  great  house  in  Park 

Lane. 

Dr.  Newton  got  dowa  with  '  mty.  n  always 
cheered  him  to  enter  the  port  s  oi  the  mUlionaJre 
in  this  august  neighbourhood.  It  showed  that  his 
position  was  not  so  desperate  after  all.  His  ttars 
dropped  from  Wm  as  he  went  up  the  sta*-»,  his 
urbanity  and  dignity  fell  over  him  oRce  more. 
For  the  moment  he  re.iUy  imagined  that  he  was  a 
great  physician  paying  a  visit  to  an  illustrious 
patient.  And,  indeed,  he  looked  the  part  very 
well. 

After  aH,  the  Verschmidts  were  great  people. 
Nothing  could  alter  that  fact.  Everyone  respected 
a  man  with  the  Lord  knew  how  many  millions. 
Dr.  Ninian  Newton  re^xted  him  most  of  all. 

It  was  usual  on  the  Doctw's  constant  visits  that 
he  was  taken  at  once  to  Mrs.  Verschmidt's  boudoir. 
The  footman  who  opened  the  door  bowed  deferen- 
tially and  handed  him  to  the  major-domo,  who 
greeted  him  with  respectful  familiarity  and  took 
him  to  the  mistress  of  the  house. 

To-day  there  was  something  a  little  embarrassed 
in  the  man's  manner.  The  Doctor  noticed  it  at  once 
with  an  inward  shudder  of  apprehension.  He  was 
always  noticing  these  things  with  a  hungry  watchful 

He  was  not  taken  to  Mrs.  Verschmidts  room, 
kat  shown  into  a  small  library  and  asked  to  wait 
s  moment. 

It  was  a  formal  book-lined  r<Hun,  with  few  traces 
of  use  or  occupation,  and  he  had  nevtr  entered  u 
before.    The  contrast  with  the  warm  luxurious  n«it 
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he  had  expected  to  enter  was  great.    It  was  ominous 
also  and  chilled  him. 

There  was  no  sound  but  the  monotonous  ticking 
of  a  big  marble  dock  over  the  fireplace.  He  wished 
that  It  would  stop.  It  got  on  his  nerves,  and  each 
beat  was  like  the  blow  of  a  hammer  upon  a  sensitive 
part  of  the  brain. 

The  door  opened  suddenly  and  Mr.  Verschmidt 
^e  m.  The  Doctor  felt  a  great  throb  of  fear. 
He  crmged  m  mind  and  body  before  this  great  man 
of  four  feet  eight  inches  with  the  face  of  a  monkey 
*njj— probably— a  minor  dynasty  in  each  pocket. 

"  Ah  !  good  morning,  my  dear  Mr.  Verschmidt," 
he  said,  extending  his  hand  and  trying,  but  with 
poor  success,  to  writhe  his  mouth  into  a  smile  of 
greetuig.    The  words  stuck  in  his  throat  as  if  they 
had  been  gouts  of  treacle,  his  tongue  was  dry  and 
rubbed  harshly  on  the  roof  of  his  mouth. 
Mr.  Verschmidt  put  his  hands  behind  his  back 
"Now  understand.  Dr.  Newton,"  he  said  in  a 
quiet,  but  very  peremptory  voice,  "  that  your  visits 
to  Mrs.  Verschmidt  will  cease  from  to-day.    I  do 
not  mean  to  have  you  in  the  house  any  more.    If 
you  will  oblige  me  by  sending  in  your  account, 
I  shall  mstruct  my  secretary  to  send  you  a  cheque 
mmiediately.    But   understand   once   and   for   all, 
that  I  forbid  you  this  house." 

"  May  I  ask "  Newton  began  with  dry  lips 

and  a  palhd  face.    Even  as  he  spoke  he  cursed  his 
own  mability  to  appear  controlled.    He  knew  the 
figure  he  was  cutting  as  if  ne  had  seen  it  in  a  mirror, 
a  figure  of  cowardice,  itar,  and  guilt. 
"I    should   hardly    thmk   that   necessaiy,"    the 
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little  man  said  with  a  bitter  unile  that  cut  his 
wizened  face  into  two  parts  and  made  him  look 
horribly  and  pretematurally  intelligent.  "  I  know 
the  sort  of  reputation  you  have  and  the  sort  of  things 
you  do.  It  occurred  to  me  to  look  into  your  career 
the  other  day.  I  am  a  Jew — you  ought  to  know 
something  about  our  people — and  I  have  my  own 
views  about  the  conduct  of  my  household.  There 
is  no  need  to  say  more.  If  you  want  me  to  speak 
out  I  will  though.  Ah  I  I  see  you  understand 
me  perfectly.  You  shall  not  come  between  me 
and  my  natural  hopes.  And  be  careful  that  I  do 
not  find  it  necessary  to  crush  you  altogether.  It 
would  be  a  very  easy  thing  to  do,  Dr.  Newton. 
You  know  it  as  well  as  I  do.    Good-morning." 

He  pressed  a  bell,  and  when  a  servant  came  told 
the  man  to  show  Dr.  Newton  to  his  carriage.  The 
big,  plump  man  seemed  smaller  as  he  went  down 
the  steps.  His  clothes  seemed  to  hang  loosely  on 
him,  he  walked  jerkily.  The  man  opened  the  door 
of  the  brougham.  Dr.  Newton  entered,  and  as  he 
did  so,  the  servant  threw  a  tiny  envelope  of  a  pale 
lilac  colour  upon  the  seat. 

Immediately  the  carriage  drov^  away. 

With  trembling  fingers  the  Doctor  opened  the 
note. 

It  was  written  in  pencil,  and  he  recognised  the 
odd  affected  handwriting  at  ouce.  It  was  from 
Mrs.  Verschmidt. 

It  ran  as  follows  : — 

"  My  Imp  has  been  talking  to  tome  fool  or  other, 
and  has  been  prejudiced  agai.ist  you.     I  mean  to 
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pay  him  out  in  exactly  the  way  he  won't  like.  He's 
•aid  brutal  and  coarie  thingi  to  me.  Don't  you 
wonymujelea...  Iwiilaee  .hat  everything  comei 
right.  We  can  meet  at  the  Spcko'i  when  mv 
d..gu.tmg  little  creature  i.  in  the  City.  I  y,TnJZ 
more  angry  in  my  life.  '      ..  g   y7. 

With    a    hand    (h,it     still    tranDled    excessively 
Dr.  Newton  put  the  not.  away  in  his  pocket-book 
It  was  a  gram  of  comfort,  though  the  memory  of 
the  millionaire's  face  stabbed.    There  was  a  quiet 
force  m  his  manner.     He  di.l  not  speak  of  his  wife 
as  an  angel  to  be  worshiped  afar  off  any  more. 
He  spoke  of  her  as  his  wife,  as  other  men  did.     And 
there  was  something  new  in  his  eyes.  son>othing 
the  Doctor  recognised  at  once,  something  he  often 
w«  r»l    ^^!,'^-'  amusem<.nt  or  disregard.     There 
was  fatherhood  m  the   eyes  of  the  little  Jew-the 
s  rongest  passion  of  his  race,  the  noble  racial  instinct 
that  knits  the  Tribes  of  Israel  together  still. 

The  Doctor  pulled  the  check  string,  and  told 
the  coachman  to  drive  home  to  Harley  .Stn,  t 
He  had  several  patients  on  his  list,  but  he  could 
not  force  himself  to  go  through  the  ordeal.  He 
was  too  shaken  for  that.  None  of  them  would  be 
any  the  worse  for  his  absence.  He  looked  at  his 
list.    Lady  Layton  had  a  cold,  and  wanted  him  to 

to^.  h  ;  ^"V"*"'^  "  tonic-not'thf  ordinary 
tome,  but  Dr  Newton's  tonic.  Mr.  Platt-Burgoyne 
needed  some  advice."  Yes.  they  could  wait,  Ze 
and  all.  He  was  m  no  mood  for  such  people  now. 
He  drove  up  to  the  door  of  his  house  and  sent 
the  carnage  away.    While  he  was  feeling    in  his 


MKaoCOTY   KESOIUTION   TEST  CHAIT 

(ANSI  ond  ISO  TEST  CHART  No.  21 


1.0 


f     136 


|2J 

-  iiiiii 

1.8 


m  m  1^ 


^  APPLIED  IM/IGE     Inc 

S^.  1653   Eos!   Mam   Street 

^—  Rochester     New    Tori.  14609        USA 

•.^  (716)    *82  -  0300  -  PHone 

gga  (716)   288  -  59B9  -  Fo. 


176 


FIRST   ir  WAS  ORDAlNF.n. 


pockets  for  his  latch-key,  wliich  he  could  not  find 
immediately,  a  shabbily-dressed  man,  belonging, 
apparently,  to  the  clerk  class,  came  over  the  road 
to  him. 

"  i)r.  Newton,  I  think  ?  "  he  said  with  a  sharp 
scrutiny.  The  Doctor  answered  him.  In  a  moment, 
with  a  single  mechanical  movement  that  suggested 
a  conjuring  trick,  the  man  handed  him  a  folded 
white  paper.  "  A  writ  to  appear  in  the  High  Court, 
Dr.  Newton,"  he  said,  and  turning  round,  walked 
quickly  away,  his  duty  successfully  accomplished. 

The  Doctor  found  his  key  and  entered  the  house. 
Lunch  was  laid  for  him  in  the  dining-room.  He 
sat  down  and  opened  the  WTit.  It  was  issued  by  a 
firm  of  solicitors  acting  for  a  money-lender,  to  whom 
he  owed  nearly  six  hundred  pounds.  He  had  a 
shrewd  suspicion  that  this  unwelcome  summons  was 
only  the  first  of  many  that  were  imminent.  His 
credit  was  severely  shaken,  and  a  single  appearance 
in  the  law  courts  would  altogether  destroy  it. 

He  looked  gloomily  at  his  lunch. 

A  partridge,  stuffed  with  olives,  and  a  white 
truffle  or  two  cooked  in  dry  sillery,  and  served  up 
in  napkins,  half  a  bottle  of  Pol  Roger,  '74.  and  a 
morsel  of  Brie.  The  fire  was  blazing  with  logs. 
On  a  table  by  his  arm-chair  was  a  silver  box  of  his 
special  cigarette  tobacco,  a  pale,  straw-coloured 
tobacco  from  Salonika,  straight  and  silky  as  a  girl's 
hair.  He  was  surrounded  by  all  the  little  lu.Kuries 
he  loved  and  Uved  for. 

And  his  thoughts  went  far  beyond  the  walls  of 
his  comfortable  room.  They  went  to  some  hideous 
grey  place  where  there  would  be  no  soft  raiment 
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Anything  was  better  than  that  i  »^'°ncss. 

But  he  was,  nevertheless,  an  idealist     Tmth  rn?i 
punty.  love  and  charity  ^ere  not  hjdejs     Good 

we-    TT'  '°°''  P^^'^y  ^'J  frivoTous  women 
were.   Now  he  saw  his  ideal  slippinK  awav  from  him 

shjng  away  rather,  with  the^Jee'd  ofTnt'a  "7 

He  could  not  eat.    The  bird  tasted  like  sawdust' 

fit  sl"lnTh  ''"'I  ^  'J"™"^-    ««  ««>ved  to  The 

fire-side  and  began  to  smoke,  wrestling  with  his  fears 

seeking  an  escape  from  these  slowly  cLing  wal  J' 

FmanciaUy,  he  thought  that  irith  th!  exerdse 

vet  he  hir  ""^  P"""*^'  "^e^"t'y-     B"t   as 

yet  he  had  never  approached  any  of  his  friends 
with  requests  for  a  loan.    He  was  a  vain  ma"    he 

StSTnd  t'  '°  ^^^"  ~barrassed"inTo„'; 
matters  and  to  move  among  his  wealthy  and  nlea- 
sure  lovmg  friends  as  free  from  worry  as^hey     He 

at  hi?:r  hr-  ^•^°;/r"'"^  ho^itahti'dth" 

at  his  own  house  or  the  Carlton.  He  had  alwavs 
endeavoured  to  sink  the  professional  rZ  fn  the 
gentleman  of  position  and  of  means. 
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Now  the  moment  had  arrived  when  he  must 
play  another  game. 

Humphrey  England  must  provide  the  immediate 
sinews  of  war.  Dr.  Newton  had  little  doubt  but 
that  his  friend  would  do  this.  To  make  assurance 
doubly  sure,  he  was  prepared  to  humour  the  young 
man  in  a  pretended  adherence  to  his  last  caprice. 

He  meant  to  join  the  devotees  of  the  person 
who  called  himself  Debendro  Nath  Tagore.  First 
the  Doctor  intended  to  find  out  what  was  this 
gentleman's  "  little  game."  It  was,  he  concluded, 
the  same  as  Madame  Paula's  little  game,  or  that 
of  the  ingenious  mystic  from  Malaga,  Senor  Hoit- 
sema,  who  had  for  a  time  been  a  personage  in  Lady 
Honoria's  set,  having  discovered— as  he  said— the 
secret  charter  of  Count  Christian  Rosenkreuz  and 
the  means  by  which  he  preserved  vitaUty  tiU  the 
age  of  106. 

The  "  little  game  "  was,  of  course,  the  ordinary 
one.  The  game  of  the  open  pocket  and  the  itching 
palm.  Nevertheless,  in  this  case  the  Doctor  was 
not  quite  sure. 

This  latest  potential,  Mr.  Sludge,  was  not  as  the 
others  were.  He  was  certainly  a  gentleman  by 
birth.  Doctor  Newton,  who  had  only  been  a 
gentleman  long  enough  to  get  quite  accustomed  to 
it,  divined  the  fact  with  the  certainty  of  his  kind 
And  the  newcomer  had  a  marvellous  personahty 
also.  The  Doctor  knew  the  enormous  sensation 
he  would  make  on  his  introduction  into  Lady 
Honoria's  set.  There  could  be  no  doubt  about  it. 
No  one  had  seen  anyone  quite  Uke  him  before. 
This  being  so,  Newton  was  more  than  ordinarily 
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uneasy.    He  would  not  be  ablp  t„  a      ■ 
person,  he  imagined     AnH      I         ^""^^^^  this 

The  Confraternity  of  the  Holv  rt,^.* 
His  face  grew  clouded  TnHi  *  ""^  ^*  ^°'"k- 
deadly  fear  Hisveil  !  .^  ^  '"  "*  *>^*^'  '"  its 
The  Ldi'a^  pV  esS  was  ch''  ""  .*''^^^^^^'^''^- 
towards  these  questTo°s  fL  "^'"«  "'  ^"""^e 
distinguished  Salnam^rorre''"  ''"^  ""^ 
the   Malthusian   League     FveVe     """'^  °' 

ri^^^ie^S'srr-Ep^^^-^^" 

solve  the  question  of  nl-^T."^  *^^*  '"  ^"'l^  to 
should  "berstructelahr .^  ^.''"'^'"^^'  ^l^^  ""«* 
of  their  reSct  f  ^nd Vow  T"^  '^^"^^^"-ces 
the  privileges  of  o";  to  ^1V2  ™^^  '"J°y  ^" 
by  right    withonflt'c  *  ^^"^y  ^""^  entitled 

anothfr  genrratn"""""^  °"   '''"^  "-^t"-^  to 

tha?„:r=vf;r  St  r;°  -"^  '^^« 

K^ffrtd^S-Sl£ 

men  were  concerned  '''  ''~''  "^  ''  '"«'»'<=-' 

a^-tfoTtheStatroft^n-  ^S"-? 
--„.  among  Whom  his  practic^^^^^^^^  w^nl 
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i8o  FIRST  IT  WAS  ORDAINED, 

to  have  children.    He  had  always  been  their  coun- 
cillor in  the  matter. 

And  in  pubUc  he  had  defended  a  position  which 
was  really  the  result  of  private  subserviency  and 
greed,  of  a  hatred  of  the  teaching  of  religion,  by 
loud  and  confident  economic  statements. 

"Suiely,"  he  was  always  saying,  quoting  from 
Lord  Derby  in  1879.  "  surely  it  is  better  to  have 
thirty-five  millions  of  human  beings  leadinf  '-eful 
and  intellig'-nt  Uves,  rather  than  forty  .^  ilions 
struggling  painfully  for  a  bare  subsistence." 

From  the  first  he  had  been  an  open  enemy  ot 
The  Confraternity.  .  . 

But  so  were  many  eminent  and  worthy  physicians 
to  whom  God  had  not  spoken. 

It  was  not  for  that  alone  that  the  hand  of  this  power- 
ful  organisation  was  pressing  so  heavily  upon  him. 

A  servant  had  come  in  and  thrown  new  logs  upon 
the  fire.  The  short  winter's  day  was  nearly  over. 
Darkness  was  now  faUing  drearily  over  London  out- 
side. But  the  glow  of  the  pine  and  cedar-wood  threw  a 
ruddy  light  upon  everything  in  that  rich  and  com- 
fortable room.  It  threw  its  light  upon  the  figure 
and  the  face  of  the  fashionable  society  doctor  in 
his  low,  luxurious  chair.  And  the  face  was  pallid 
and  grey.  It  was  the  face  of  a  man  who  goes  in 
some  great  fear. 

At  nine  o'clock  the  doctor's  brougham  came 
round  to  the  front  door.  Wrapping  himself  in  a 
heavy  overcoat,  for  the  night  was  raw  and  bitter 
cold,  and  wearing  a  soft  felt  hat  weU  pressed  down 
over  his  forehead,  he  ordered  the  coachman  to  drive 
him  to  Hammersmith  railway  station. 
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crowd.  '"*'  "»  the  roa-ing 

Five  mintjtos  afterwir^.  i,« 
a  dark  and  echoing  streeftn  T  .'"""''"6  ^^"^ 
and  the  tall,  old  fash  onlV?""'*'  *''"  "^^^  •'»nk. 
there.  The  og  was  thick  andT'  '^"*  ^""  ^'^•''d 
him  as  with  a  cloS  tL  """P"  ^""^  «"*oWed 
mered  faintly  thro^h  i[  '  '^'"'^  «^^  '^'"P*  g"™- 

of  the  West  End  bein  to       ^    ^'^^'"^  ''''''' 
and  also  the  sini^rei^  ^Lo^^^^^^^^^ 

sport  and  possibfy  the  prevoTin'^"  '°  ''*"'•   *»>« 
that  was  both  dJngtX^I^Sl^-'^--- 

hea°i  ct^  f„?Sth:"".f  "^^'^^^  ^»-*.  *he 
their  silver  holder  r^orta^'"^"  ''"'"'"«  ^°"'y  '« 
He  breathed"^'  thf  da '„  r  '  T"  ^'^^  "^"'^ : 
him  coughing  vid;  T  breaTh  o;"^'  '"'.  "  ^* 
and  colder  air  than  befo-  J  ^''*"  '*^'"P«' 

must  be  close  uMnth.",    "^"^^^  ''™  ^^at  he 
that  the  stre'r  Z^tlS'''  °^  ^^^^'  ^^ 

flicts";ilf  Ste^r T  '^^^"*  -'^  spectral 

coniirmhissuspSsth!i^        T'  ^"'^  ^  «  *« 

from  a  steaSuTsuddenr^'""  1"'''°'^"^"'"«°» 
leara  tug  suddenly  sounded  through  the 
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182  FIRST  IT  WAS  ORDAINED. 

,The  doctor  was  standing  still  in  great  perplexity 
and  disgust,  when  he  heard  footsteps  drawing  near. 
In  a  moment  more  he  saw  a  man,  carrying  a  ]ug 
frothing  with  beer,  loom  up  in  the  sickly  rays  of 
the  last  lamp. 

"  Can  you  tell  me  if  I  am  anywhere  near  Alexandra 
Mansions  ?  "  he  asked,  in  a  voice  that  shook  with 
cold  and  the  general  disturbance  of  function  to 
which  he  had  been  subject  throughout  the  day. 

"Why,  certainly,"  the  man  answered,  with  the 
half  contempt  of  the  untutored  mind  at  finding 
anyone  ignorant  of  a  fact  so  patent  to  itself.  Two 
more  yards,  and  there  y'are.  FoUer  me.  I  m  the 
caretaker,  I  am." 

He  took  a  few  steps,  opened  a  great  door  in  the 
side  of  a  high  building  of  flats,  and  led  Dr.  Newton 
into  a  large  and  cheerless  lobby,  half  full  of  fog 
and  badly  Ut.  It  was  one  of  those  huge  barrack- 
like buildings  of  flats  which  are  springing  up  all  over 
London  in  which  Dr.  Newton  found  himself,  places 
in  which  a  fairly-commodious  dweUing-place  can 
be  rented  for  some  five  and  forty  pounds  a  year. 

"  I  >ant  flat  number  25,"  the  Doctor  said. 
"  Where  is  the  lift  ?  " 

"There  ain't  no  lift  in  Alexandra  Mansions. 
Are  yer  kidding  yerself  as  you're  in  Victoria  Street  ? 
Up  three  flights,  turn  to  the  right,  and  you'll  see 
the  number  on  the  door." 

He  went  away.  Dr.  Newton  mounted  the  bare 
stone  steps  which  echoed  moumfuUy.  At  the  head 
of  each  flight,  long  corridors  with  drab  walls,  and 
most  economically  lit,  stretched  away  into  terminal 
gloom.    Tiie  doors  of  the  flats  were  aU  closed,  and 
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Z\SfT^  ^°°^^'^  °"'  •"*"  *he  corridor     As  he 
walked  down  it    seekina  ♦!,«  „      u      ,    ■    ■"'  "C 

he  heard  the  t  kkS  „otes  of  T    '  ""'  ^"''"^' 
through  the  waU     Th.^  *.  P'^"°'  "'"^'^d. 

indeed.  ^  "  ^^^  ''^'y  "'«<!  feelings 

On  this  side  of  the  door  of  No  a"?  hr.  m,„),f  1, 
been  in  Jermyn  Street  or  St.  Ja„,esl        ^''  '^^*' 

Lr ;r  "'"■ '""  °'  •"''  """"""t 'SI'S 

tune  at  him  as  he  S  ^^^      '"'"  '^«  ^  '"''">' 
melt  awly'.       ^  ^°''°'''  apprehension  began  to 
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i34  FIRST  IT  WAS  ORDAIN'ED. 

••ame.  come!"  he  said  to  himself.  "  I  see  no 
vprv  dubious  nor  difficult  enterprise  in  this.  All 
will  eo  well,  and  I  shall  use  this  gentleman  to  my 
own   ends    in     the    pleasantest    manner    m    the 

world ! "  ^.      ,„„, 

At  this  moment  there  was  a  rap  upon  the  door, 

and  the  discreet  man-servant  entered,  carrying  a 

*"'^My  n..ster.  sir."  he  said  very  civilly.  '  begs 
that  you  will  be  good  enough  to  wait  a  little  longer 
for  him.  He  is  finishing  an  important  letter.  He 
tells  me  to  brirg  you  in  a  bowl  of  soup,  it  s  a  clear 
consommd,  sir.  as  you  must  be  chilled  by  the  weather 

outside."  ,  „ 

With  deft  ..ngers  the  man  brought  up  a  smal 
table  by  the  side  of  the  Doctor's  chair.  He  took 
a  decanter  of  sherry  from  a  little  side-board. 

"  !f  I  may  advise,  sir,"  he  said.  I  should  pour 
a  glass  of  sherry  into  the  soup.    I  made  the  soup 

myself,  sir,  and  I  think  that  would  just 

He  poured  the  wine  into  the  bowl  as  he  was 

'"Ijf "Newton  sipped.  "Excellent!  Excellent!" 
he  said,  with  the  fervour  of  real  conviction.  Most 
kind  of  Mr.  Debendro.    The  right  thing  at  the  right 

moment."  ,.  .  ^  v 

The  man  left  the  room  with  a  slight  bow. 
The  Doctor  finished  the  soup,  lit  a  cigarette,  and 
stretched  out  his  feet  to  the  fire. 
He  was  perfectly  happy.  .     •  - 

So  easily  can  the  slave  ot  fleshly  things  be  influ- 
enced and  soothed ! 
Then  the  door  opened  once  more,  and  the  person 
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who  called  himself  Debendro  Kath  Tagore-exohin 
ng  always   l,at  he  had  taken  the  name  o,7fo  mer' 

definite  purposes-entered  the  room. 

f.,.     T.  *  *'^'  ^'*^"'y  ""^n  ^i'h  an  emaciated 

X  haS;  tr"*i"«  •=>'^'-    There  was  noth Lg 

seV4d    Sh/r    th  ''^"""  '"  '"''  appearance,    h! 

setmed,  rather,   the  devotee,  and  a  distinguished 

fanatic-if  fanatic  indeed  he  was-at  that 

^.  ™^  *°  reckon  with,"  the  Doctor  thoueht 

OS  he  had  at  the  first  meeting  with  his  ho^l  11 
Humphrey  England's  house.  '^A  man  to  reckon 
«,i  I      """  "^^^  """^  «°  '1°'^  ^th  our  folk  be" 

Doctor""  Mr  ^"i!"l,''"  """"^  y"   comfortaKe. 
Doctor.    Mr.  Debendro  said  in  a  quiet  voice  that 

ye    seemed  ,  ainming  with  reserved  power?"  voice 
tTonal^Vth'^ni*"  "r°  *"  ^Peaklone  conTe^! 

th,  ?,!=  °"''''  ''*'-  "'*'  ^«^J  flashing  through 

the  false  every  now  md  then.  * 

"Quite,  quite,"  Nowton  answered,  "/nd  vprv 
many  thanks  for  thinking  of  m.  You';e  n^Z 
yourself  deuced  comfortabl  her"  I  m^.s:  4y"'''' 

Debendro  moved  his  hand  with  slight  impaiience 
.n?  r.?  *  '^^"  *"  the  fire,  lit  a  cLreUe 
and  smoked  for  a  minute  ^r  two  in  silence.  ' 

tha?il ''"'*' ru"''^'"'^'  -"^  ^°^*°^  •'^ame  aware 
«^at  two  eyes  hke  lamps  were  turned  full  upon  him 
w,m  a  powerful  scrutiny,  or  menace,  perha^ 

be^to  sT'f  •  ~*^'  ^°*=*°^'^  comfortable  mood 
««gan  to  shrivel  up  and  go.    It  was  as  though  this 
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man  had  turned  a  microscope  upon  him,  and  he  Iclt 

uncomfortably  small  and  gcrm-likc. 

But,  in  the  moment  of  his  uneasmess,  a  reflection 
that  this  man  was,  after  all,  an  adventurer  came 
to  his  mind,  and  with  the  thought  his  native  im- 
pudence asserted  itself. 

"  Yo  -  know  how  to  make  good  use  of  the  remark- 
able eyes  that  Nature  has  given  you,"  he  said. 

D^Vendro  regarded  him  thus  for  a  moment  more. 
Then  he  threw  his  head  back  and  began  to  laugh. 
It  was  a  laugh  like  the  wind  going  through  tight 

*'"  I  Uke  that  1 "  he  said.  "  I  like  that !  Oh,  I 
see  that  we  shall  get  on  very  weU.  You  are  astute 
my  dear  sir."  He  laughed  again.  But  the  Doctor 
realised  that  there  was  a  horrible  detachment  m  the 
laugh.  It  was  quite  cold.  The  man  was  thxnhng 
of  something  else  all  the  time.  ...    ,  ,     v 

That  was  unnerving.  Dr.  Newton  liked  to  be 
taken  seriously.  ,    , 

It  was  unnerving,  but  the  soup  and  sherry  had 
acted  as  a  nerve  tonic  and  irritation  was  the  pro- 
minent sensation  in  the  Doctor's  brain. 

He  made  an  effort,  leant  forward,  endeavoured  to 
imitate  the  other's  blazing  scrutiny  as  well  as  he 
was  able,  and  spoke.  ,      ,,.,■■, 

"  Now,  Debcndro."  he  said,  "  what  is  all  this 
Humphrey  England  has  told  me  a  httle  but  not 
much  You  have  roped  in  Humphrey  England- 
no  very  difficult  task,  by  the  way,  for  a  man  ot 
your  ability  and  personality.  You  want  to  rope  .n 
Lexcuse  the  expression-a  lot  of  other  people  m 
society,  aU  friends  of  mine.    I  don't  want  .0  know 
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little  game  is  how Tr  '„  waTt  to';'"  ",'?'  >""'^ 
your. .tie  game  c,asher°:'rr;m^';i'""^'^^ 

cards t„l:Von\.r:,„:  Saw5:d"'  ''"'  ''' 

poS  t  of  1"'"  '";'  '"^^  P'^'""  fronf  the  bS 

He  rnn  h     ^'"^  '"""S''  '""  *'«  ^^^  Wearing 
He  ran  his  eye  over  them.  ^' 

d  Krir-  Thin '/"  •'"^''^  -tter^i; °cX 
less.  t"^mpso„ V^i:  ^^d  "s^r '  """n  °^ 
caterers,  by  the  way !  Take  it  allTn  °"-**<=^"^"' 
have  a  couple  of  th'ousanf  pll  "  Jtrthrl 
should  say,  as  far  as  I  know  "  ^  '  ' 

Newton  could  not  SDrik-     H«  *oU 
sharp  stab  in  the  heart  that  Lt^^  """'^  '^' 

caml'n*'f  °^  i"^'  *°"«"''  *1"'*^  ^''ite  and  bloodless 
uvmg.    I  had  given  you  more  self-control. 
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Do  you  imagine  I  know  aU  about  you  )>y  °cc«lt 
means  ?  I  assure  you  that  it  is  nothing  of  the  sort 
Finding  that  I  had  need  of  you.  I  simply  engaged 
an  astute  member  of  an  enquiry  agent  firm  to  go 
into  your  affairs.  There's  the  whole  mystery.  I 
find  you  want  money,  and  I  find  that  you  are  in 
imminent  danger  from  other  sources.  It  is  all  qmte 
simple.  And,  in  order  to  have  you  quite  at  my 
disposal.  I  have  spent  a  little  money  ^r^^^^P 
some  of  your  debts.  It  may  Mund  melodramatic, 
but  it  is  very  ordinary  indeed."  u„,,„„ 

Newton's  face  relaxed  of  its  tenor,  but  it  became 
a  sickly  parody  of  complaisance.  ^^ 

"You   want   money."    his   host   went   on.       I 

The  Doc'or  looked  up  quickly.    He  saw.  in  his 
host's  face  that  he  was  perfectly  sincere. 

From  that  moment  he  ceased  to  regard  him  as  a 
dangerous  man. 

Mr.  Debendro  quite  appreciated  the  change  m 
Newton's  attitude.    He  became  confidential,  even 
friendly  in  his  manner. 
"  Let  us  talk."  he  said. 

The  Doctor's  eye  feU  upon  a  tantalus  and  upon 
the  shining  kettle  by  the  fireside. 

His  host  rang  the  beU.  and  ordered  the  man  to 
make  some  toddy  for  the  Doctor. 

"I  want  your  assistance.  Doctor."  the  taU  man 
said  "  Your  assistance  in  a  compUcated  uusiness. 
I  have  you  pretty  well  in  the  hoUow  of  my  hand  - 
he  extended  it  with  an  expressive  and  chiUing  closure 
of  the  fingers.  "  Therefore,  I  can  count  upon  you. 
But  if  you  help  me.  I  shaU  help  you  in  other  ways. 
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I  shaU  set  you  on  your  legs  financiaUy,  I  shaU  restnr. 
your  somewhat  totterin/ credit  and  «lethy  eve" 
with  your  own  particular  branch  of  s<^etv  ^d 
«/"  '"  ?'-''  '  '''^  y°"  rightTshiu  eTva 
fhe  ~n  J^°'J"'"*y  °'  "'^^"e^  ^<1  triumph  over 

kno«f^lt-      °  r  P'""''"e  y""  ^°  hard     You 
know-.  I  believe,  of  a  certain  Confraternity  ?  •• 

The  Doctor  made  the  motion  of  spitting     His  face 

puffed  out  into  swift  malignancy.  ^  '" 

Good »  his  host  said  dispassionately,  in  the 

ex^r/  T  '""'^'"«  ^  ^y^Pt^m  he  had  ^rfectly 
expected  and  was  not  at  all  surprised  to  see  ^ 

Then  hsttn  to  what  I  want  you  to  do  for  me 
Your  marvellous  tact,  your  social'^ositfon  and  skTl!" 

^  (iiirt  hT  ""'■  '''^°"'  P""  ««  ''°th  through 
as  difficult  but  as  an  exciting  an  enterprise  as  anv 

twc,  men  of  talent  have  embarked  onTmS 

instetel  w!^'  -^7*°°  ^"''  '^^  eross  flattery  re- 

H    slw  t^Z        T  ^°°^  °P'"*°"  o^  himself, 
we  saw  the  net  no  longer,  forgot  the  gyves    and 

vf^K  i°   ^"'^''  '''^  host  wifh   a  paKe  to 
wh^c^h^tha,othe,  his  object  gained.  L^Z^ 

I  !;»"■"'*  "  '"^'  I>ebendro."  said  the  Doctor.  "  and 
I^  wdl^see  you  through  in  your  scheme,  what'everl 

society  """Jn^'i*  IV^^'^  '^  ascendancy  over 
socety.    said  the  taU  man.  "which  will  be  extra- 

^uZ^r^y '''''''  ^'  ^^- '  ^haii  ie:?Si 
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"  To  the  true  faith ! "  he  was  answered ;  "  to  the 
mystical  faith  of  the  Brahmo  Soma] ! 

The  man's  eyes,  which  had  been  cool  and  briUiant 
«,!«!  uD  at  his  words.    They  showed  a  smcenty 
JhaTft  wL  impossTble  to  mistLe.  a  conviction,  an 

''^'•nie  Doctor  was  immensely  relieved     All  was 
The  uocior  was  x.„„tic  is  only  dangerous 

nlain  sailing  now.  The  lanauc  i»  u"'y  o 
Shen  one  thwarts  him.  This  man  merely  wanted 
^convert  silly  society  men  and  women  to  some 
esoteric  Indian  religion.  With  what  loy  and  thank- 
futaess  would  the  Doctor  help  him  n  this  great 
work    become  the  lieutenant,  financial  secretary, 

^^^"am^r■i""DrNe:?;n    answered.     ;;The 

Brahto  Som°aj  !    the  religion  of  the  Mur^  people 
"Now.  I  cannot  gain  many  mfluential  people 
whomTwish  to  gain  unless  I  do  so  by  means  o 
r^^s  arttng  manifestation.    I  intend  to  convert 
odety  not  l^cause  society  is  the  class  most  worth 
converting,  but  because  it  is  the  most  influential 
S^s\eld  by  it  soon  ^Iter  downed  ^com 
opneral     Men  and  women  of  this  class  wm  n 
Send  the  time  and  thought  necessary  for  conj^ 
tfon     But  they  can  be   convinced  by  one  bold 
stroke     That  is  what  I  have  been  long  planning. 
Mv  Sans  are  ripe,  and  you  are  to  assist  me  m  them. 
I  Lpbre  the  nkessity  of  using  means  of  deception 
even  n  a  good  ar.d  holy  cause.    But  I  have  thoug  t 
tus  questfon  out  long  ago.  and  discussed  it  with  our 
friends  in  India.    I  need  not  enter  mto  it  now. 
I  propose.  Dr.  Newton,  to  die  and  rise  again! 
ThrDoctor  looked  steadily  at  his  host.    He  had 
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fn^nl'i"^'!^'''!  °*  ^"y*"'^  ^*«'  ^«  prepared  to  go 
loucn  or  see-eat.  drmk,  or  embrace,  that  is     It 
showed  a  mental  weakness  somewhere.    He  e 
seemed    was  mental  weakness  run  to  seed     H. 

were  an  early  symptom  of  general  paralysis  of  the 
bram  he  looked  steadily  atUendfo  NarT^ort 
nnt  T\i,  "^^  answered  impatiently.  "  I  am 
not  on  the  verge  of  dementia.  You  wiU  not  sav  s^ 
m  a  moment.  What  I  propose  is  well  S  n^the 
bounds  of  possibility.  A  combination  oT  drcuS 
stances  makes  it  possible  for  me  to  seem  to  d^Ta^d 
nse  agam  two  days  afterwards.  This  mTyL  tested 
by  stnct  scientific  evidence.  There  is  no  flaw  i^ 
my  scheme.  None  whatever.  What  wUl  haD^eT 
or  seem  to  happen,  is  this.  In  a  week's  t  me  at  a 
meetmg  of  the  people  whom  Mr.  Humphrey  End.nd 
«  recrmtmg  for  the  Faith,  I  shaU  die  hi  the.>  r^  dst 

fnf  ^..^'T"°*  ^  *^"SS«<1 1°  ^n^-late  death.  You 
and  other  doctors  will  certify  to  my  death.  Every" 
one  m  the  room  wiU  examine  the  body.  In  three 
days'  time  they  will  be  afforded  an  opLrtu^ity  of 

atr"lhe°fi  ?  •  ^'^°'"*^  ''''  ofdiSon 
sftTn."  ''^'  °^  decomposition  will  have 

abil  mL°"r/°  ""  '^'i  y°"  '''  ^  ^^-y  r^'nark- 
at  a  ^'  I  ^".'"-  ^"*  "  y°"  -nanage  to  die 
at  a  s6anc«,  how  about  an  inquest  "> 

shouts  ^r^/  ^  ^if-^""^  "  post-mortem  made.    I 

be  abi^to  I  «;  "  "."^f '  """^'='>'  *hat  I  should 
oe  able  to  die  at  an  actual  meeting.  But  I  shall  be 
withm  two  or  three  days  of  dying.    Ihe  ac"u5 
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death  would  take  place,  in  any  "^'if/^^P^J^^J' 
of  all  the  believers.  Then,  if  you  like,  an  nquest^ 
After  That,  cremation.  The  urn  containing  the 
^hel  will  ^  sealed  and  given  into  the  charge  of  a 
"s^n'ble  person-yourself.  for  exampl-  The 
faithiul  ■;riU  wait  a  week,  knowing  that  at  the  ena 
of  that  time  I  shall  rise  again. 

"  Some  ot  them  wiU  believe  anythtng.    the  Doctor 
said  thoughtfully.  .. 

"Withhi  a  week."  Debendro  continued,     every 
one  who  has  seen  the  death  and  been  present  at  the 
crlSL  will  assemble  in  Mr.  England's  ho^^ 
The  urn  wiU  be  brought,  prayers  from  th*  Brahma 
Dharva  will  be  recited,  the  company  will  await  me 

in  darkness."  ..  av,  i  " 

"  Darkness  !  "  said  the  Doctor.       Ah  1 
"I  shall  be  standing  in  their  midst  as  the  last 

prayer  is  offered."  the  tall  man  concluded  simply. 

'.'.^en' what  has  been  done,  without  possibiUty 
of  doubt,  will  be  noised  abroad  graduaUy.  The 
chu  h  iu  grow,  my  power  will  be  unquestioned, 
there  will  be  a  spiritual  revolution  ! 

The  eyes  glowed  wildly  once  more,  the  vibrant 
voice  was  fierce  in  its  intensity.  ,, 

"If  you  could  possibly  do  what  you  say.  Dr 
Newto/ answered,  "all  this  would  hapPen-  J"" 
could  rule  people,  you  could  conunand  flnyM..«g. 
W  moreover  "-his  voice  became  stirred  with  the 
Virion  "ion-"  /.  as  your  friend  and  Ueutenant 
r^uld.  er.  spr.ad  the  Ught.  don't  you  ta^w^and 
with  my  society  influence  rope  m  any  number 
converts  to  the  fold ! " 
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^^  the  host  answered  with  quiet  assur- 

But  the  visiofked  in?'^°"''^*''''^«"«h««' 
splendid.  '"  ^  ™°«'«nt-    It  was  too 

of 'regS^'  "Thl'  i:1r-';  '^  "'■''  ^"^-^  "*  ^'g" 
thing  Butit'snourvl  ^  '  possibilities  in  the 
at  least  I  am  T  T'  y°^.,^T^-  I  am  one  thing, 
drug  I  know  wlHTve"n  T"^  '"  u<^^"^^  '    ^^^  «o 

and  magic  lanterns  in  E^JJe  tJ  ,1°  "S  f  ^^ 
much  «/?«<  evidence  neceTsa^"  Th  °"'^  "^  *°° 
establish  the  scientific  facoZ„P'P'°P''"  *^'*'  *° 
even  I    No,  it's  no  goS"  ^'  ^'  P°''  """^t^™ 

hoi''""thS  fco?-  ?"r  ^^^-'"  ^'-i  the 
a  m^s  by  4trmy°L?tr  ''"^  *°  ^^^^^^ 
to  compel  your  co-operation  T  f  ""^  ""*'  ^"t 
complel;  i^  everrSl^dr o?"'  "  ""''"^y 
"Jh"'^!^  f-  -ch  c<Spera'on  .•°^"  ^°"  ^""^^ 

his''p:raiirt^:iiSrr^^^^ 

was  hard  to  bear         ™°*""^  '-but  his  contempt 
"What  am  I  to  do?"  Newton  asked  suUenly. 
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Debendro  drew  his  chair  close  up  to  ths  chair  in 
which  the  Doctor  sat.  .  „    .  . 

For  nearly  twenty  ininutes  he  spoke  rapidly  mto 
his  i^t's  ear.  There  was  no  sound  of  articdate 
Jpeedi.  only  the  continuous  hum  ^ -«/^^*>^^^ 
when  a  telephone  receiver  is  pressed  to  the  ear  ana 
one  is  waiting  to  be  connected  to  some  distant  point 
Newton's  face  was  a  panorama  on  which  his 
thoughts  threw  their  effects. 

The  suUen  look  changed  to  alertness,  he  alert- 
new  to  strained  attention.  An  almost  painful 
fntLity  of  concentration  gave  way  to  dawning 
trumnh  mingled  with  immeasurable  surprise. 
wS  at  length,  his  host  threw  himself  back  in  his 
S  exhausted,  the  Doctor's  face  was  set  into  hues 
of  excited  purpose  and  enthusiasm.  „    ,   . 

He  Scame  painfully  agitated  in  his  effort  to 

^"n^'^aughrhold  of  Debendro's  lean  brown  hand. 

"Mr.  Mor-Debendro,"  he  whispered,  I  am 
with  you  tiU  the  end.  the  very  end.  It  is  msrveUous, 
wonderful.    Itis  certain  I" 

LUtle  more  was  said  between  the  two.  Newton 
received  some  bank-notes  from  the  other,  together 
^Ta  letter  sealed  with  a  crest  that  is  not  unknown 
to  the  heralds  of  the  west  country. 

Last  words  were  said  in  the  long,  bare  corridor 
outside  the  flat.    It  was  filled  with  fog.  empty  and 

desolate.  ,    ,        r>„..f  ^r " 

•'We  shall  have  everything  ready  here,  Doctor. 
"And  I  shall  start  for  Ilfracombe  to-morrow 

morning." 
f  Good-night,  Doctor." 
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JS'r?''-*'"*^^  °^  "-  "^"^nio  So„,aj  of 

with  hurried,  tre^^lou  \S:^  ^th '  ""^  "' 
Hammersmith  '"oisteps,  to  the  roar  of 

in  IhTt"?  ^;troi^„'^  °"^^  *^^"^  ""^""^^  -- 

crowds,  whf  is  da"!!'"*^^  '^^^  ^°-*«<^  their 
in  the  streets  was  deafTnT"°  ll'  f '"^  ^  ^'^^  ''^^'^ 

clanged  and  s^ntlw  J' Thfot^'^^^ 

with  a  clatter  and  a  jar  """I'tuses  started 

Do?orpustdrs\ri"rtf^  '""p"^--  *^« 

saloon  bL  Of  a  SatTubSo^L^  ^^"'^^^  ^'^^^ 

thf  mS  tr.i^tr'iiT'H?  •''  '''^'' 
-andaswirlofhi-^SS^nS- 

^efasrcth^K^r^ai^ri-^^'^'^^ 

and  innumerable  mirrors  "'^°"'  «°'<^ 

iiS  ^'  r  tu^riirfr  r  •  ^'^^  ^<^ 

possiUlities  of  whS  L  hn  ^''*   ^''"^'^'l   by 

not  even  dreamed  th^  Z  °'  *^°  ^^°'^  i*  had 
and  balance  bTa'S"™  ^°"'  '*'  ^^«<='^e  Poise 
hin>  ^..th  an^xj£";^r««^  ,°f  fortune,  ISed 
before.  exhilaration   he  had  never  known 

wittirSii"  llaVt'?"^,'"^"^-^  --ter 
P-tedbar™.^SS„-^t^-^Pow^^^^^ 
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in  the  last  mad  iury  which  descends  upon  such 

J'J^^rU  i-t'before  dosing  t^e  ^^ 

With  ^^^-^S^J^'^,^1^^1  exulfant  face, 
brandy  and  drained  it  mi  bookmakers. 

He  stood  among  a  mob  °t  """  "  ^  ^he  fourth 
flaunting  harlots  music  J^U  com^ans  oi^  ^^  ^^^.^ 

^.rsJSrriShe?as  he  drained  his 
second  glass.  j^    ^^gf^  there— 

,-sSoii::''.^i'--hv^ 

painted,  over-dressed  "^;;;^ri„7jd  tweeds. 
NilnTulted'a  battered,  merry  and  impudent 

^^r^,  cocky;."  he^outed^    '' Lud.  fun. 
and  a  fiver !   for  you're  a  8«^^*Xge^rchestrion 

someone  had  put  a  penny^nto^Sdered  out  a 
which  stood  against  the  waU. 

P°ShS—  cl^wd  began  to  sing  the  words- 


Em«»nW*  .■ 


..So  I  led  to  'eri' 
«.  So  she  sed  to  me." 

"Pom  Pom  ! 

"  Pom  Pom  I 

"For  aloife  of  Gayeteel 

"  X  .olash  and  a  dash  U  rather  rash. 

.<_Kow  »ye  'io  '°"8    I"  •"  ^ 

"  But—  T«-i«  " 

"  POM,  MM,   POM,  POM,  POM. 
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4trtTun5r  *''"  ''"'^''•"«-    ««  io^""  in  the 

another  in  a  frocwlf        sh'rt-sleeves  foUowed  by 
through  L  aow/"'*'  '''"''  P"*'^'"*  systematicallj 

..  £""*'  gentlemen,  please  »  " 
Time  gentlemen,  please  !  " 

the  stLf  ^^^  ^"""  '^'^  ^'^'  «^rish  place  into 

f  hS:  puij^gTrour  sre^ait  srr 

LITS  ^'^^  '"'-''''  ^^''^  i- lat^sTanS 

ing'lenro^uVi^dS."''^^'^  •>""«  -""  *»>•  »'""'^- 

pav^StSsittiaul  '^  r^''  -«  »»>« 
He  did  not  sT^t      An   **1*S"'"«  •''"^hed  by  him. 

ing  home  \o  B^fordTark     Thr""°'=':  T  "^''- 
^unk  a  little  on  the  breast    "Th^fi  ^f  *•  ^""^  *^^ 

--y.omthis^i--i-"STt' 

throurmiSIr  r^^^^^  ^^"-  -^  ^^"^l-g  home 

away.*'  In  Luti  LL  tt"'  ^''t  "^^  *'^°"«^*'  ^^^ 
/      n  out  a  iitUe  tune,  be  knew  that  he  would 
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have  to  enter  his  appearance  and  give  account  of 
S  he  had  done  After  aU  the  changes  and 
SliU  of  his  mortal  Ufe.  he  wojUd  have  to  bepn 
again  as  a  neophyte  in  the  New  Life. 

He  was  enquiring  within  himself  if  he  would  be 
wo?hy  t^  Ta  postulant,  if  he  had  learned  enough 
ilTre  and  trained  himself  sufficiently,  to  start  there 
as  an  admitted  student.  i,„„iut„ 

He  was  thinking  of  himself  with  great  humility, 
and  of  our  Lord  with  infinite  love  and  trust. 

So  he  josded  Dr.  Ninian  Newton.  TurnuiK.  he 
saw  him  getting  into  his  cab  and  recognised  him. 

"  S^ast  If  a  doctor."  he  thought,  and  straight- 
way dismissed  the  man  from  his  mind  with  only 
Tpassing  wonder  at  his  presence  so  f-J  from  the 
scenes  of  his  activities  and  crimes. 

Sgu'ran  tS  mS:f^eadily  Westward. 

TlTman  m  the  tweed  suit,  stupefied  by  the  co^d 
air  which  brought  the  alcohol  he  had  been  drink  ng 
ov;r  him  in  I  flood,  sang  mechanicaUy  on  the 
curbstone — 

"Pom,  pom,  pom.  pom,  POM." 


CHAPTER   V, 


Vnn'irr.     1 .  . 


success/uJ,   sir, 


"Vou'vi;   brought   him   up  most 

.f  I  r^ay  say  so."  said  the  valeT  '*" 

change^  of  ^arS  at^E'^^^'V  ^"-''l^***  *"« 

.,^'teso,  sir,"  said  the  valet. 
brok?i^;"'  "•"  •"  ^-"'  Sahib."  a  tall  old  man 

'-wLihSS'^iith'te'r^tr''-'^^^^^ 

**re  still  alert  and  bright  hJ"*''  *•"  ''"''  «y« 
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the  floor  was  covered  with  linoleum,  except  where, 
bv  thrfire.  a  rather  brilliant  hearthrtig  lay. 
'^Ae  D^ior.  in  fact,  v  .,  relegated  for  the  moment 

to  the  servants'  room.  ,,,   .    «  c^.i^nH 

The  long  journey  from  the  far  West  of  England 
waiover  'fhe  s^ial  and  arduous  crcumstance 
Th  ch  had  obtained  during  that  journey  w«e  ove^ 
too  Dr.  Newton  had  earned  out  the  &»»  P»" 
ofhis  instructions  with  skiU  and  success  He  sat 
and  purred  with  the  respectful  servants.  Enghsh 

"Ifuf^'hour  had  passed  he  looked  at  his  watxh. 
He  went  to  a  bag  which  »tood  °n  »  "J  Uble 
took  a  bottle  from  it  and  a  f.«dua**"^63*rb^ti* 
leather  case.    He  poured  som^  liquid  from  the  bottle 

•"^"  TSeSdigitalis  in  to  the  patienC'  he  ^id  to 
Debendro's  man  with  an  uneasy  rown.  and  teU 
both  genUemen  that  I  absolutely  insist  the  patient 
shoXetire  at  once  and  I  am  waitmg  to  ass«t  him 

to  bed."  ,     ^ 

The  man  bowed  and  left  the  room.     ^ 

The  old*  Indian,  'crouched  by  the  blazing  fire, 
beS:  which  his  kan  yeUow  hands  flick-d  - - 
easy  pantomime,  looked  dreamily  at  the  Doctor. 

.J^Trouble  not  at  aU.  Doctor  Sahib."  he  c<^ned 
"  Ko  drues  will  save  or  harm.  The  Colonel  Sahio 
is  herein  do^hat  he  has  to  do.  so  that  he  may  learn 
the  tnith  before  he  dies  and  enters  mto  the  dream 
ofB^.  There  is  no  fret  or  imte.  All  thmg 
2e  s^Tanged  as  they  will  be.  Thmk  you  that  «e 
SLTSier  without  a  purpose,  knowmg  that  ^ve 
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as  I  had  ♦olH  h  ™  I  *    ,        "  wttemess  and  hate, 

for  several  ^         mn.^K  "n  "^  *»  ''^^P  J'™  '''ive 
the  valet  r.      aed       *      ""°*'^ '"  administer-" 

ih'^^^  *"""*"'     ^"'^  "'«  C°lonel  beg  you  will  rive 
them  ten  minu  -s  more.  Doctor."  he  Sd         ^ 

Newton  frowned.    Then   for  ^nnt\7 
pation  with   whi^h   *  ?      *"*  "^  *°™«  occu- 

twi  cLr  i^  ^u  *°  *'"P'°>    hands   that   were 

?J,  '""^t,"*"*!  "P  with  a  splutter  of  licht 

The  Enghsh  valet  sat  immobile  and  watchful 
^^  Dr.^Newton  waited  the  call  for  his  profeS^ 

*  *  •  • 

Detn'JrVS"?™"'"  '^'  ""*"  ^''^  ""=d  himself 

at  «>meonc  whotyTeSed^LT  o%'7t^^ 
chair,  someone  who  in  f^rm  and  feat^. tTc 
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worn,  emaciated  face,  in  the  Uquid  intentness  of 
the  briUiant  eyes,  resembled  himself  as  two  blades 
of  grass  are  alike  or  twin  ears  of  com. 

In  the  chemistry  of  Nature  these  twin  brothers 
had  been  made  sc  that  none  could  teU  one  from 
the  other.  Such  cases  are  v  :e,  though  not  so  rare 
but  that  almost  everyone  n  recaU  an  mstance 
in  his  own  experience.  Natuie  is  ever  reproducing 
her  types,  we  see  it  on  every  side  in  the  vegetable 
and  animal  kingdom,  occasionally  in  the  human. 

On  the  face  of  the  man  in  the  chair,  Colonel 
Mordaunt,  of  the  ancient  Devon  mansion,  there 
was  a  wUd  and  flickering  hope,  altematmg  with 
spasms  of  something  ahnost  like  hate  as  he  looked 
up  at  his  brother. 

"James"  he  said  in  the  vibrant  and  magnetic 
voice  that  either  snared,  "  you  were  always  cruel 
and  hard,  harder  than  the  grave  to  which  I  am 
going.  For  the  love  of  God  in  mom  I  trust  tell 
me  that  you  are  not  lying  to  me." 

"  I  have  said  it,  Charles.  I  await  your  promise 
to  do  what  I  have  asked.  When  you  have  sworn 
that  you  will  do  it,  then  I  will  give  you  the  proof. 
Cruel  am  I  ?  Yes,  perhaps  I  have  always  been 
cruel  But  you  have  not  sat  for  years  makuig 
mats  in  the  prison  at  Calcutta.  You  are  going  to 
die  now,  but  I  have  died  a  thousand  times.  1 
have  died  every  time  the  sun  rose  or  the  wmd 
blew.  No,  I  am  not  cruel,  I  am  just ;  just  even  as 
the  One  without  a  second  is  just.  And  you  whom 
T  'oved  in  those  far-off  days,  you  abandoned  and 
t  serted  me,  threw  me  away,  left  me  to  die.    1 


have  paid  for  my  sin. 


I  have  paid  fully  for  aU 
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f^om  sin.  but  l/o7LivJr^'!i  '  "'"^  o/salvaiioi 
^  Has  sinnerHi:l^ZtlVoT:''"'''r^^ 
does,  accept  our  repentance  He  mutt  Zh""^ T" 
for  our  sins  in  order  tn  jJi"  ^*'  '*'"'«*  «* 

instead  of  w^aMyValitfT  "' ^'''""  '^""  '  -""^ 
discipiinLesLuTZul  Tt  ^"  ^"^'^^^'^^ 

whole  face  lafSrfualisefL°/h'''^  '^^'^'-    «'^ 

Ho?pS..tet'!r^f'Frr•  "^"'^  ''-^  I 
w  sorrow,  thinking "  that  fL"^  ^'^"  ^  ''^^^  «^ed 
was  evil,  vile;and^  S  hetrTr'  ""'^'^'^P^^ 
you.  life  has  been  very  hard  ?o  J  t  ""^  *'"''  *° 
"  Charles  »  th*  «fi,  '"^'  James." 

ago  I  fS  that  ^oS  ;:r'lT"''  ""^^'^  «^  ^«*ks 
to  tell  you  thiroun?  tSn  thf  '  ??l*°  y- 
you  a  message.    It  w^  b^f  f?    ^^  P^*  ^  ^^°"eht 
Pooree  thaTl  recoLl^  tht    m''  '"°°*^'  ''^^^^t 
in  the  Somaj.    I  ,^fli'l\°.'^  ""f  N^nak  Shah 
before  sett  J  out  to  tbr"!  *^*  ^"'*''  ther. 
to  me  now-!s  a  '    «;         '^T^'^"""  homeland 
second.  T sought  NSak'shri  ''.!  ''"^  ""J^""*  ^ 
and  from  him  I  learned  thf^  f^^'  ^^^  P^^V^". 
PeUed  him  to  rive^  fh^L     °'l'™''*  ^^  '^°^' 

to  England,  anTfor^dat    I T'.^!,''"'^-    ^  ^^« 
Why  shaU  I  give  hS'^^eL:?!";^^^'*^  myself. 

'^^ogavemenohelpin^.Thou/ofp^l.S 
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and  darkness  ? '  And  then  I  learned  that  you  were 
dvine.  I  saw  how  I  might  force  you  to  help  me, 
to  Jve  me  the  power  "-there  was  a  catch  m  his 
voice  at  the  word,  a  catch  of  hysteria-'  the  power 
I  must  have  over  the  souls  of  men  and  women  m 
high  places!  And  that  is  the  price  you  must 
pay  for   the    knowledge   that    will    let   you   die 

in  peace."  , 

Mordaunt  shuddered.  He  heard  the  note  of 
madness  in  the  voice  of  this  wUd  brother  of  his 
who  had  sprung  out  of  the  midst  of  the  past  to 
torture  him  with  bitter  memories. 

"  You  have  already  told  me,"  he  said  in  a  weak 
voice  "  You  have  already  told  me  that  she  was 
pure.     Why,  then,  should  I  pay  this  price  of  lies 

and  trickery  ? "  . .  ■,       t 

There  was  no  conviction  in  his  words.  James 
Mordaunt  knew  he  was  on  the  point  of  yielding. 
The  agony  of  desire  to  know  the  whole  truth  lay 

over  his  face.  ,     „  ,  a 

"  Do  not  deceive  yourself,  Charles,"  he  answered 
sternly  "  If  you  know  no  more  than  I  have  told 
you  the  torture  of  your  last  hours  will  be  a  thousand 
times  more  terrible  than  any  you  have  known. 
It  will  be  the  torture  of  uncertainty.  And  if  there 
should  have  been  a  daughter  bom  to  you  ?-a 
daughter   married   and   bearing   a   chUd    of   her 

own  ^    *    *    * 

Colonel  Mordaunt  sat  up  in  his  chair.  A  sudden 
light  swept  the  pain  from  his  face  as  mist  goes 
before  the  sun. 

"  I  have  seen  her  I  "  he  cried.  God  gave  me 
that  grace  and  I  never  knew !    I  have  seen  her 
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da^gC  ^P  "^  ^''--'  'he  daughter  of  n.y  wife's 

your  wife  had  left  L  sl^'"'  ^"^  ''°™  after 
and  married  an  EnS  .W  ■"'  '^"*  '»  ^"S'^nd 
«  India.  But^ome  tve IT""-  ^^  ^  '^^'^'d 
you  know  the  tmth  w  ^        *  y""  answer.    Will 

What  must  I  do  ?  " 

J  taf  Celey''  ^  ''T.  ""^^  ^»  *°  - 
brought  you  here  wmattH-  ^^'  °°<='<''  ^ho 
here  unta  the^nd  i  °^°"-  ^ou  will  remain 
canbepredSSed"v?ithV:r;^*;^'«-thatit 

th't!e\SrthX1- '?,  r  "°*  ''-*''. 

brother.    They  had  both  h'"?^^*'^  "'ber  of  these 
"  When  it  is  a  dav  nff     '^'"'^.,  ""any  times. 

that  I  have  taken  fhl  *^'^  ""'^'''  'be  name 
Priest,  De4dt  with  "T  °'  r  '"°**  P'°«'' 
will  be  at  your  bedill.  J^°'*-  ^^^'ain  people 
«  you  cLf  sLk  von  ,f  ^°"  ^'^^  That  is  S! 
There  is  To  S'"^      ^'^  '^^  ""'^''''g  *<>  them. 

drr^L'^thrmL^v?;:  *'t  °*^-  -''^-  "  I  bad 
''  for  my  servlT^oYs  Jtf'  ""'  Ijf*'  ''^*^«'' 
you  can  find  this  g^f  fo  mT  th™''  ^"*  "°*'  " 
of  mine  I  saw  in  Devnn  «     '       '  «rand-daughter 
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„e.    I  wiU  give  you  the  money.    You  wiU  do  this, 

James  ?  " 

::  r/^'Syou.  I  know.    You  were  honourable 
inyourTeZgs-thou6hthiswildfraud.seva   .   •   . 

I  do  not  know    .    •    • 
her  I  "  he  said. 

ho  pave  a  loud,  sudden  sob. 
At  Ihis  mom;nt  the  door  was  flung  open  and  Dr. 

„lii  te  ««  fimny  'ii^P"*^  in  to  room. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

LADY  HONORIA  SPEKE  AND  MR.  HUMPHREY  ENGLAND 
IN  A  CELLAR  UNDERNEATH  NEW  BOND  STREET. 

FOUNDED  in  1908  by  an  -terPrisingj" 
was  also  a  shrewd  opportumst  the  mood 
New  Bond  Street  was  a  great  success. 

a  certain  section  ot  society,  ji.  uuv  , 
lit  in  an  md«gtonnd  thmbet  ailed  >" 


i       i:',t 
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ice,  through  which  thel^^vsT.h''  '°  ^  °^  *°«d 
flood  of  cool,  prismatic  rol^  ^'^  '""  *=^«  »  a 
was  wished,  ol^^nld  ^°^Z;  ■'''•  "  '"°*'"1'«''' 
light  changed.  People  sat  nn  1?'^''*=^  ^^^  ^h* 
ice.  in  whU  odd-bokin^  ,«  ^^""^^  °^  ™'*^«on 
frozen;  the  air  was  dfhVhH '?!°"'*'"  ''^'^  ^''^ 
entrance  to  each  of  these  S'^^u'°°''  ^'^  the 
of  them-was  guar^XT   Stirt^  "^^" 

deSlntsd^nfLtri/--^^^^^^^^ 
fhat  mysterious  S^mb  rTfthich'  T't  ^"^^ 
P^v:ersof  Evil"  said:—  ^"^^or  of 

Perfumed  with  oM  ^^t'^d'  Sea^^'d'e^:"^.  «"• 

wSirjotn  :i?  ^li'z"-^-  through 

figures  holding  up  chain^^  I    j   "'^  ^^"^  <=^Ptive 

Many  women^oL  ^  hril,W     Z  ^T"'^*"™- 
exercise  this  mock  Hic^V  -  ,     ®  ^"'^  Pleasant  to 

Marquise  wh^SeS£""^*r.'^*y-*°  ^«^  like  a 
There  was  a  r«e  thV'''v'"''^^^^°'"*'°''• 
:;«ked  gently  fn,mTidf  to  s^deTf  d"I  °^'  ^''^  *^^* 

i'^'wMc^'m^Sier^'-^^^^^ 

--twassaidr;r2:--s;aroKj 

o 
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"  n°,l"t"l.ri6M  winter'.  ait.m~.  «  I;ajy 
nlrsAk.  Irov.  towaris  the  t«>-.hop  «th 

TLrHonoS' hanson.  stopped. in  front 
of^-  The  Mood."  the  huge,  weU-fed  comn»^« 
who  hastened  to  put  a  ^ask^t  t;f„  ^JX  of 
wheel,  drove  away  a  thin  and  ^thy  vjnQ 

sluggishly  through  hi%^«">',.J^/°  The  porter 
of  the  tea-shop  porter  stung  him  ^°-  ™  P^„ew 
had  told  him  that  he  .m./  bad^  The  w^e^c  _^  ^^^ 
it  and  was  ashamed.    He  Knew  aisu 
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Sl':i£t  "'"^  '"'  ''^^  '^'^P*  '"e  would  have 

'vore  a  coat  of  astrachaTa„^  Third  hJ"'"'''^^^ 
voluminous  coat.  But  hJ^...l  5  ^^^'  *  ^a™ 
cold  if  his  face  was  any  index!  hir^^''' >^  "»= 

c.i2ird%tr°'--^^^^^^^^^ 

ionXt"ti^ir.r:ai^"r-^''''  ^^a 

noise  of  the  street  had  utSv'c./'/'"'"'*^-    '^^'^ 
't.  they  heard  the  sounds  ol^  "^ '   ""'^'^^  "^ 

In  a  recess  in  the  w^^w^  \f' ^°  ^^  ^olin. 
Playing  a  c«;.«2  o7Gri  ^  S H  "T^  ^«- 
sitting  here  and  there  Cde.nf'^'''''^  ^°^^  *«'« 
tones,  while  tall  and  wTut^t'^^.*^^^^  ^  1°^ 
noiselessly  here  and  tS  ot^hl?^'"^^  '""^'^ 
It  was  a  violet  winter  ^r     ">«  ^^avy  carpets. 

and  used  essences*of7h2^rS°'^  "°"  ^'°'^*^ 

it  Tw^/S  tTJiV'-  -»*  °^  Violets. 
tl>em  from  thl  street  Thafr"",,  °'  *^°  "^^^d 
he  had  haunted  t'lpJ^ofBon^St^"/' /'"''"«'» 
years,  the  vendor  of  mechanV  .  *  ^*^^^'  ^'^'^  two 
slightest  conception  ofThrthe  teT.'"'  "°'  ^'^'^ 
"■side.  He  could  not  even  hn  '^''^°P  ^"^  "^e 
w-  as  far  from  it  a"  loTMaT  ™^^"^'  "  -'^ 

isonVaTfdef"""  """''^  ''^^  ^°'<1  h-.  space 
H^Srs^^LS^y-^H-P^ey  ..,,,, 

^ay.andL.wanttosay^tJSghlsSrolt^'' 
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Do  you  think  the  Indian 


That  i»  M  important. 

,vith  the  distant  Onent  the  hg  ^^J^s  in  Indian 
of  the  Brahmo  Soma]  1  To  place  »«  ^^^^^^ 

sunoundings  wouW^^^^^X  first  thing  to  occur 
person  would  do.  U  wouw  contrast." 

^^ri^tj  »i  .«.»'■  "•^  -■"•  "• 

« I  shaU  have  it  ma  ^^^^  ^^^^,  Humphrey 
En^:n7tht?htrt^?he7roper  environment  for 
^^^^e'-f^raty  of  being  -er^^d  in  s.aU^^^^^^^^ 

^  a  great  -^-.^J^PhTo^'Sese  two  people 
economy  tell  us.    If  that  ^s      .  ^^^^  ^^^^ 
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•JU  round  one  of  those  fresh  sensations  for  which 
they  were  always  longing  so  ardenUy. 

in  Jr«*'![''*  '''"'J'"'  •"  "**  °"*"<'«  ^orfd  was  also 
interested  .n  trifles  at  that  moment-though    0° 

»lZ'f%:'^u  *'■'  '"'^'^'^"''''  P°i"t  °i  view. 
He  had  drifted  b.,rk  to  the  door  of  the  tea-shop. 

gotten     It  take.s  a  cerwin  heat  in  the  blood  to 

loVf  J         commissionaire,  and  the  hawker's  eye 

Z/,''if  ,"P^"  '*•    "*  '•'"^'^  "P  ^"'^  b*"*  down  to- 
wards It.  lookmg  up  mto  the  porter's  face  as  he  did 
so  with  exactly  the  look  and  gesture  of  a  dog  who  is 
uncertain  .f  It  is  permitted  to  snatch  the  bone%r  nol 
fri.hH  1       ^""^  "^  guv'nor?"  he  asked  in  that 

dX^  r''    V^'"''    ^'^    ^'^    «>    humorously 
described  by  a  celebrated  comic  singer  as  the  "gin 

whtnl  Z^t  ^''''  ""'''  ^*^*°^  «"«o  -' P 
The  giant  in  the  uniform  was  in  a  more  genial 

Right  O,  covey,"  ne  .aid,  "but  don't  you  get 
a  coming  too  near."  ^ 

"I  have  it,"  Humphrey  England  exclaimed  at 
tne  same  moment  (in  another  world)  •'  We  will 
go  to  the  prison  cell !  "  '  " 

"How  delicious!"  Lady  Honoria  said.  "And 
Of  course,  I  see  your  poinl.  There  we  shall  have 
no  detractions.  There  wiU  be  nothing  ,  trouUe 
uie  eye  or  the  senses  with  colour  or  beauty  of  form," 
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"Yes     TA*r*  we  shaU  be  able  to  realise  the  great 

'^"^r'werrrS:  tt  tUer.   and  a 
wal?re»  conducted  tU  down  two  or  three  parages. 
^l^SMakl%*o«ro;der  now.  madan.."  the  girl 
.aid     ••Then  if 'you  wiU  kindly  go  down  the  steps 

"TsLrStTstfp:. t^  whitewashed  walls. 
"tS;  desce^dedgingerly.    There  was  a  realistic 

"  '„t1fi«.,d  .  pond««  i-on  d»;  »d  jh.«d 
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w;£r;,i!jropt:  '"""•  ^'-y  "-<»  ^^^ 

"H^  rV^'y -de  me  sK  "°"°"^  ■"«-• 

Humphrey*aid  che«fu[lv'"  'k*  ^^^^'  »*   «"»." 
this.    He  is  ^  arS  ff^'h'     *"'"  *'"'>'  «"*  ''a^t^d 
thought  he  wo^ld  Se  hett?^'  /  'f?'  '"^*'  ""^ 
But  someone  objS  Ld^L^^^^ 
so  It  had  to  be  stopped  "  *'"'  '"^"agcr. 

^^:^tS^tht^d"a^^^^^^^ 

eel?  rS7reS3,'t;dV^'''l'^-'-  °'  a  prison 
at  first.     Yet   sun- ^      -  """"ced   them 

as  aU  Purrtd'Sri^j;'^St"L\^T  •^"^'^ 
gropmg  for  sensation-neither  „#  *u  ^^"^  "*^ 
't.  The  sense  of  hLou  'is  „ot  T?f  '""''^  ^^ 
with  such  people.  Tliev  mi^fot  *u  ''"^""^  P"'"* 
a  tnjism  follh^  hum^r:^^^^.'"'  '"^•''^^°"  "' 

chot^faXTin^wSt^',^"  "^'^^  »  his 
of  the  early  aftemL  S.  *"  ^1°''''  *"«  events 
else  here.  TriSX't  J?.  ^  ?'^''  '"^"^  °'  "°thing 
surroundings  ^^  ^'^  "°*  *"S««ted  by  theif 

tw'nt?X.et  ryr  t.™"""^  °^  --e 
Harley  Sheet  ^""^  ^*^*°"'s  house  i„ 

-mething  verr:xtfatdinS.''ind:^d1.as""'  '"^^^ 
^  sa.d  or  done ;  that  they^leSt'm:     f  "SJ 
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who  professed  to  stronger  powers  than  any  of  the 
latter-day  prophets  they  had  known.  ,.       „, 

It   had   got  about  aU  over  a  certain  section  o 
society  thaf  something  far  out  of  the  usual  was 
afoot   that  there  were  likely  to  be  strange  happen- 
ws     The  Doctor  could  have  filled  his  rooms  three 
^es  over,  had  he  wished     But  few  mo^than 

said  with  real  feeling,  not  untinged  with  fear  m 
hervoi^e  "  I  am  still  bewUdered.  It  was  aU  so 
unexpected.  You  had  led  me  to  expect  nothmg  of 
the  sort,  you  know." 

"  Is  not  Debendro  wonderlui ! 

"There  isnoonelikehim."shesaidwithconviction. 

"  How  inspired  he  was  as  he  spoke  of  the  Faith  .- 
the  splendid,  mystical  faith  of  the  Brahmo  Soma, ! 

"It  is  very  enthralling,"  England  sa^.  But. 
of  course,  in  the  first  stages  it  is  very  difficuU. 

"  Is  is,  Humphrey,"  she  answered.  I  felt  that. 
AndllmverygladLhearyo«sayso,I^auseIknow 

you  have  been  studying  it  so  deeply  a«d  so  long- 

"  Yes."  he  answered  with  a  ted  sigh,  nearly  a 
week  of  unremitting  labour ! " 

"But  in  a  good  cause,"  she  replied  fervently. 
"Fo!  my  part  I  did  not  attempt  to  follow  his 
exposiS  very  carefully.  I  was  enthralled  by  the 
mrtmself.  ^He  told  us  that  he  was  only  giving 
us  the  most  incomplete  and  hurried  sketch  of  the 
SctrLs  he  hoped  ^  should  all  beheve  and  practise 
before  long." 
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ihe  mock  warder  entererf    i,      • 
as pnsonersmay dream ofS'n.f""^  '"'''  ^  '"^^l 
ness  was  gone  now ;    it  ^as  "Z '  ""k,-    "'^'°"6h- 
't  for  more  than  the  tL7     ""P°«^'We  to  sustain 
ritual.    The  subse  tUcT^fT''  '*  ''''  °P«"'"g 

The    door    closed    on^.  '  "^^^  *°°  *t^°"g 

poured  out  tea  Lto  fr^S  cun?'.  ""^'^  «°"°ri- 
Humphrey  England  litTl^Se"'  ^^^■^'^^^  ^'-- 
W„^onS\rn^,:-,-ither  of  them  spoke, 
the  tea  things.     The  di^ml  /"'"  ^"*^  there  over 

X-hVX?-=^^ 

^^^^X^i^sSutrr- 

He  is  one  of  us,  tool^w"  fn'^"'!  ^"^  "^"^f- 
^"jong  the  Indian  my^T/t  iT"  ^'  """y  ''^^e 
f  e.  He  believes  what^;  i  I  *""*"  umnistak- 
^^^-ems  worth  believfng  Buf  /T/"'''  ""^^^d. 
ftumphrey?"  ^-    ^''*^' '"^  lio  you  think, 

"Frankly,"  he  answered    "k-* 
don't  know  u;hat  to  Sfe '    x^*^^!"  "«  two,   I 
says  he  is  going  ^  do-3;    "  *""  ''"^^  ^hat  he 

'^^'  s;  SLnxraiiti '  ?if^^  -^-. 

^e  world  wiU  b/r-rnZ     J^^    ^  ^"  l^  changed  J 
-^hink.^^^^^^^ 

4mrdo;bf-'^-*^«'-t^words,  and  died 
0-canseetha'.heisdying.»„„„,p,,,y3^, 


il' 
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218  --" .      T    ^, 

u  "  How  oiteous  it  is,  Laay 
with  a  heavy  sigh.  H°^  P"^  those  blazing 
Honoria !    That  lined  ^^  worn  face  ^n       ^^^^^ 

eyes,  the  voice  that  s^r^^^^P^^f^^^i,,  „{  a  soul. 

heart  disease,  you  know  answered. 

"  He  told  me  so.  too,    Lady  non 
"There  can  be  no  doubt  about  it. 

Again  the  couple  were -knt- 

"  Do  you  believe  ?     he  asKea  ^j-         ^^.^ 

»0h.  I  don't  know.  I  f °"  *^^°^that  what  he 
"  I  would  give  anything  to  believe  ma 
says  is  i°-g  to  happen  .J^^^-^^^^^^  ,, 

"  So  would  I,     he  repue"-  religion 

would  be  to  belong  to  the  ^^^ ^endous  way. 
S-M^^ngely^anticthen. 

°^iiS5EnSn«'not  often  lar  on  Lady 

"Xtan'c'luSttt^X-ing.P^-  °'  «^^ 

in^^deTTo  anfuse  and  distract  hrrnseH.  .^ 

So  did  Lady  Honoria.    But  toe  ^^^^  ^^ 

her  hot  and  eager  gt^P^t^^wi  a  deep  yearning 
she  herself  understood.  JJ^/^J^^  "  ^  ^vVhence  it 
in  her  nature  «^^^f ^f^ "oi  know.  Dr. 
came  and  what  it  ni«^\^"^  .^  ^ave  told  her, 
Ella  Low  or  Father  ^rogan  ~  J^^  oj^^^ 

though.    And  this  yeammgurgd  her   o^^^^^^^^ 

and  completion  "I  «'«'^^^"I '^e     Art  had  failed 
beUeve  and  throw  her  whole  nature. 
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orherSar?to't£?  'T'  "*  ^^^*'  '^^""^  «>«  door 
to  enterfn  ' ''"°''""«  °^  ^^^  ^ho  was  waiting 

nofSiit  ""''  '^^^  *"'''  ''^  «-■  l*"*  she  did 

'No?nV^""'l°*  ^"."'='"''  '"dividualism  that  cries 

No  God,  no  Master,'  is  needed  to  teU  us  whv  pZ 

hshmen  and  their  mves,  once  dedicated  tn^M       ,  ^" 

unbelief  has  taken  hold,  orSbt    ar'thr^''""'' 

Lady  Honona  had  never  read  Dr.  Barry  •  ,d 

read  the  writings  of  those  who  led  the  "  r^nfr! 
temity  of  The  Holy  Ghost  "  ^'^' 

amotfons     Beneath 'the  r''"^  °'   ^">'   P™^°™<1 
»"u».    iaeneath  the  heavy  crust  of  affprfat;,.,, 

iorrite^oft^'  Th'"^  ^-"«  felf  Sr„"o 
""re  power  of  emotion  than  a  butterflv  or  mnth 
■f  we  understand  moth  or-butterfly  aright 

Ah.  Lady  Honoria,"  he  murmured,  pouring  some 


1! :;' 
,1  >' 

i»  * 

■  i 


'  t!iS> 


n;. 


i(l 


-ii 


FIRST  IT  WAS  ORDAINED. 


220  11"--    -- 

•  t„  hi,  riass  "  what  wonderful  capacity  for 
liqueur  into  his  gla^,    wn  sensitive  and 

emotion  you  „^„Xlt  ISg  upon  a  bronze  of  Nero 
delicate  as  moonlight  laumg  "H" 
in  the  palace  of  the  Louvre^     accustomed  herself 

.X^l^^^^^'^^t^-^--  ^"  ^"  ^"' 

"  N°-  '  '^""'^  "^e^enc^Ves     sTt  lliU  it  h'appen  ? 
as  far  as  our  experience  goes. 

Teh  me  1 "  .   ,  ^^^  obvious  sincerity 

"  I  don't  know,'  he  ^^P''^^ '^.^n:--  that  wheu  I 

for  once.    "  The  man  is  so  compeUing  tn  ^^ 

hear  nim  talk  I  am  ^"^"^^'^ost  interested 
Then.whenhe'sawayth^ugJ^^^^^^^ 

in  his  doctrmes,  Ifind  >t  ^mposs  charming,' 

what  he  is  talking  about-      He  ^^-^t    /  ^^^an.'  " 

I  say  to  myself,    but  J"^"  3''..  j,  this.    He 

"^^\1?"rd  n'      sfyou  to  join  me  or  to 
says,  in  effect,    I  dont  ^  J  ^.^^  p^^^,,,^. 

beheve  in  me  until  1  ve  Qone  ^^^^  ^^ 

Then  you  must  beheve  in  me      H^""?  ^  ,,  ^^ 
to  wait  for  a  few  days     He  is  dying-  ^^  ^^^ 

^  any  doubt  about^^^  ,  "^^.e  deld-to  come 
he  is  gomg  to  rise  again  ^ 
to  hfe  again-so  he  says.  .      ^^  ^^. 

"The  most  ^S^'^f "!.  ifSiat   Ninian   Newton 
mind,"   England  said       « ^ha^:  u.^^k, 

believes    in    his    power-    Niman^     He's  a  hard- 
artistic.    But  he  IS  practical  as  weu. 
headed  man  of  science,  too  i^       hard-headed  man 
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poor  old  chan-lanl  ff     •    *  «^'^e«"y  wanted  it- 
have  the  Brlhl  ShT^S ^^^^^,^'''5  ^o 

dends  would  be  due  agafn      ""  ''"'  '"°"''^^  •^^■ 
;'Ninianjsbrimant,"hesaid."  ' 

I  doiJ't  rnScf' ff '^'  "."^  ^'^^  •'-vv  soon. 


if 
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m  of  gtue-but  you  can  -  ^VTareV  Uke 

And  ifi  Deben^-':  °^  ,7,-^  Tdeath.  and,  if 
another  outside  doctor  to  ""uy  ^    „ 
rSh  it.  to  conduct  a  post  mort^^^^  „^„^^.,. 

"How-how,  ^'^''y'     "'lecessi  it  is.  Lady 

"But  don't  you  see  how  "^^^^^    ^^  vivid 

Honoria?"  he  said  ^^f  J^' ,J  ^^frpicture.  the 

Sli^nt^hS^^^"--— ^^^ 

^?rroS^-r^^its 

a  man  claims  to  do  what  no  one  has  ev^^^^^^^    ^^ 

reconstruct  the  anaen    Ch^^^^^^^^^  ^^^^^  „j 

make  it  true,  legal,  actual,  a  ^^  ^^ 

death  is  absolutely  f'^^^f^y^JXr  value.  I  mean, 
valueinsucham^radea^ttus^noafterv       .^^^^^^ 

if  any  doubt  could  ^  *^'°7drnt  I"  Lady  Honoria 
The  poor  man  is  so  confident^     L^^      ^^^^ 

said-almost  tearfully.       As  1  J  ^^  ^^^^ 

-/riSm"^^"?^^^^^^^^^ 

-St::JM:^yt:^Strt£ 

we  wish  it.  the  coffin  IS  to  ^  o^  ^^^  ^j^^ 
mouth  of  the  fumac  so  h  we  ca^^  .^^^  ^^.^^,^ 
urn  contammg  the  ashes  is  to  oe  g  j^^^^  ^^ 

charge.    He  wUl  seal  it  with  b's  oj  seal^^  ^^^  .^ 

week  afterwards.  ^/«  ^"  ^"/^.ayers  from  the 
to  be  placed  upon  ^^  ^able^and  P    Y  ^^^^^^^^^ 

^r^usfnTs^^-  -"-ation  from  spirit 
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jnto  matter  untU  we  are  adepts.    Ninian  thinks  that 

and  felt.  "**^  P"*  '"to  '* 

Lady   Honoria's   lovelv   pvps   <„»,«       j 
^dbythe^J^-,-S:d°^ 

;;  And  then  1"  she  hissed  out,  "and  them  •• 
«««„  answered.    "  Dcbendro    will   stand 

ZrUlZL^I''  ""'  ^''  -  -  our  uTJr 

The  iron  door  clanged  open. 

b.  ^i^,  ''"''"•  *•"  ■»  »'<'■  "  tat  »™u  you 

J^'^fSLt-^aSn^Sfi^ 

shming  keys  jingled^ainsttistt  sLt  '""^'^   °' 

the  Sn^'nL'.t^Tr'^^^  f  ^'-'^  '^'^^^^  ^t 

wbeve  they  wer7  ^^  ^''^  "^"^'^  ^°^Sotte„ 

Truly  this  tea-shop  was  well  named  the  "  Mood  "  1 

£  couK:n°ttr  T'"^"*^^^'  ^^o^^\^i 

1^^^^  ^  upte  lallen  mto-and  out  of-during  the  last 
It  were  difficult  to  say. 
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Humphrey  came  to  himself  first. 

"Right  oh!"  he  said  cheerfully.  Brmg  me 
the  bill.  wiU  you  ?  Oh.  I  see,  thanks.  Here  you 
are.  The  half-crown  is  for  yourself.  ReaUy.  yoiu 
manner  as  we  came  down  the  stairs  was  exceUent. 
ExceUent  I  You  really  must  be  qmte  a  remarkable 
man  In  fact,  I  wish  to  know  more  of  you.  I  am 
Mr.  Humphrey  England,  22a,  Berkeley  Square- 
here  is  my  card.  Come  round  to  my  house  some 
evening  when  you  are  off  duty,  and  tell  the  butler 
I  sent  you.  I  will  speak  to  him.  I  expect  I  shall 
be  able  to  make  you  useful  in  some  way  or  another. 

He  walked  cheerfully  out  of  the  mock  prison, 
and  led  Lady  Honoria  to  the  upstairs  regions  of 
light,  perfume,  and  music. 

The  lounge  was  brilliantly  Ut  now.  The  music 
was  still  going  on,  but  in  the  outside  world  it  was 
quite  dark. 

Snow  was  beginning  to  fall  also. 

"  Heavens !  how  late  it  is !  "  Lady  Honoria  said. 
"  I  shan't  have  a  minute  to  dress.  Basil  and  1  are 
dining  with  the  Lord  Chief  Justice.  I  must  fly. 
Get  me  a  cab  quick,  Humphrey,  and  tell  the  man 
to  drive  as  fast  as  he  possibly  can." 

They  went  out  together,  and  stood  within  the 

doorway.  , 

The  commissionaire,  now  wearmg  a  long  over- 
coat and  an  oilskin  cape,  whistled  twice. 
A  hansom  came  clattering  up.  and  Lady  Honoria 

^°She' waved  her  hand,  and  the  cab  disappeared 
in  the  snow,  which  v/as  now  falling  much  faster, 
through  the  gloom. 


A  CELLAR  i:,  NEW  BOND  STREET.   .., 

ally.  i^'STaLrhS'^;-^^^^^  *•>«  P-ter  Jovi- 

tvv^piercir.^  blasts  upo^/t:"  ^''  '^'^  ^P^  and  blew 

He  meant  to  spend  thfe^.n^'^'^'  ^^"are. 
another  chapter  of  the  Br. T"^.""  "e««ing  up" 
I-ike  Mr.  Gilbert's  n.v^fl"^  ^''"^^- 

W  open  /r^S  :?i;^'^  --^^^-^  ^Id  not 

Bond  Street  was  aL^nc7"^  ''""^  '°  the  en 
Bonaire,  filled  S  S^X^IT^-  The  conuni,- 
house  m  the  Vauxhall  BriL  p  ^°'  '"PP«^  at  his 
o-night-whistled  cheeZV°'t^~'^  ^as  tripe, 
'ar  song  of  the  hour  2"  „f  ^  "'^''"^d  the  popu- 
roM  song!  ^'^^  P*"".  pom,  pom,  pom 

^hambledtow3oXSeet?H'  "^^  °"'  and 
f^U'ng  snow,  cougWnT  a  .  '"■°"^'' 'he  thickly 
'"'ght  be  somethingdoL  i^  nl  T*'  '  "  "  ^here 
S--PVaps4e.d-;".?-^--;-s^ 

So  tt  SrtmT  r '^  '"*°  ^'"er  night 
oblivion  I  "^^^  P^^«=d  mto  a  merciful 
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CHAPTER   VII. 

MORNING-PEACE  IN  BEDFORD    '  V^K. 

BRBXKr.sT  -..Uways  -dy  at  eight  o^l-lcj^ 
Roland's  house  m  Bedford  Fark^i 
ever    a    feast.    Everyone    was    hungry^  ^^^^ 

because  he  worked  nard  with  his  br^m  an       ^l  ^^^^^ 

fuel  for  it.  ^-^'^^\^fZiTo^^r^oLs^?P^y 
health  that  IS  often  the  joy  of  young  ^^^^  ^ 

niarried  and  with  ""..f^^^^^'^p^^J  ^  their  mother 
cause  they  were  worthy  ottspring  u 

''"c'''^'nf  Roland's  friends  were  amazed  at  the 
Some  of  Roland  s  in  ^^^^  ^^  ^^g^^ 

breakfast  «>f  °*  ^f^^/^er  on  Roland's  mrt.  they 
a  lack  of  real  mental  POwer  o  ^^„. 

story  of  Prometheus.  liters  and  artists 

For  how  many  ^ra-n-orkers  ^r^  -^^^^^^^^  ^,_ 

who  steal  fire  from  heaven  ^i-^  ^^^^ 
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fable  frX  the  VhooS!      ""^"^  °'  "^""^  '^'•^ 

-he  never  smoked  cigareZTr  H       "  '?""'*' 
until  evening  came.  "*"'""'  °'  *°°''  any  alcohol 

Each  Riming  he  came  downstairs  with  thn« 

clear  eyes  of  youth  "  that  H,,™,.     •         ,      "°'* 

firm  hand  and  cool  blood  ""^  °^'  "^^^  '^ 

andlrh^l^^yrfiP  Scff^^  r'^''  'r''' 
that  is  so  bountif^ly5i,?efoi;i  t:;^'of„f 
He  was  a  mat.  who  had  never  "so«^h  m^ 

cats  "  and  his  happiness  a^d  :jo„,  Srrm^^at 
Ple^  of  young  men  who  have  "hVeTtS Se- 
as the  smy,  deceiving  phrase  will  have  it    a^ttU 

essenr/n*     •*■;':     "*y  brimmed  with  the  very 
essence  of  vitahty.  and  at  times  the  myst  JoS 
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fluid  seemed  to  have  a  power,  a  strength  and  dura- 
tion that  was  almost  explosive. 

Roland  had  said  once  to  Gertrude  that  li  the 
inherent  vitality  of  his  eldest  boy  could  be  con- 
verted into  gun-cotton,  the  jh.ld  could  blow  up 
the  Houses  of  Parliament-and  probablv  the  Abbey 

as  well.  u    u  K 

The  children,  from  little  Roly  down  to  the  baby, 
were  a  recurring  wonder  to  husband  and  wife. 
Parents  are  always  surprised  at  their  offspring. 
When  they  come,  the  father  and  mother  can  never 
understand  rihy.  A  physical  process  is  not  a  suffi- 
cient answer.  There  is  an  underlying  wonder  still. 
When  a  man  and  a  woman  are  joined  togethei 
in  holy  wedlock-"  wedlock  "  is  a  beautiful  word. 
"  marriage  "  smacks  of  the  civil  contract,  to-day- 
they  begin  to  perceive,  as  children  come,  that  God 
the  Father  is  giving  them  an  espeaal.  and,  as  it 
were,  private  Revelation  of  Himself. 

If  their  spiritual  ears  are  open,  they  discern 
hamonies.  They  catch  a  faint  echo  of  the  music 
that  a  great  Law  ma  :es  in  its  existence  and  progress. 
And  if  their  hearti  are  fuU  of  the  spirit  of  that 
"  prayer  of  humble  access  "  that  is  recited  at  Mass 
they  perceive  dimly  the  welding  of  Natural  and 
Spiritual  Law. 

They  realise,  faintly  perhaps,  the  unutterable 
Harmony  between  matter  and  spirit. 

And  thus,  in  God's  ordinance,  they  begin  to  learn 

what  the  stupendous  Fact  of  The  Incarnation  means. 

God  became  man.    All  pure  and  worthy  things 

that  a  man  does  are  part  of  bis  inheritance  of  the 

Godhead, 


of  Procreation.  i„  TsTc  ll  Lh     ;  '"  "'*  '^^'"y 
Gertrude  and  Rol.n^u     ^?  'ntimate  way. 

"fe  work  to  preacta'dTo  ''f-    '' ^^^  ^ol.nd', 
the  world.  "'^  I'romulgate  this  truth  to 

The  happy  pair  abode  under  M>.  ..,  a 

hT'-  -'  '^-■^  -''-S^d2:„:e\ttrMiS 

^^%S  S' l"  d'and"  c""'^^'""''^  «^  "- 
their  t^vin  lives  ''"'^  ^'^"  °'  ^-ifc  ruled 

anltry'^t::  ";%Jr\"-'    "-  rushing   wind 

0'  the  g'thereTL  :«»"  of?'^;  ,^'  »''<'  '-""^ 
promise  of  the  Father  '"'fi'ment  of  th. 

oc2!;^°oj  wha't  they'knew**"'  "*  °"'*  ''""'""  «"<» 
Breakfast  had  begun.    * 

-tt  Je^^7for_tr«  sr  • «-  ^oiy 

sentient  godson  of  RolaS's  old  ^h-  V"^  ''"*  ^*«ly 
the  lovely  and  inarti  uJate  iforf 'I'S*"**  ^"^^"'de. 
"L?"th^^hairsroundt  \oTf  °'  "'^'='"*  i^^' 
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Roland,  per.,  gravely  felt  «>«  ^^P  «j  *^''*Thefe't« 
button  the  Uttle  fellow  caUed  lus  nose.    There  was 

^  tPn '^MpTu  cold,  fader?"  the  Uttle  boy 

"^e^Sf  cold,  my  son."  Roland  answered  at 
length. 

SrSe'^^S'tSaS-  every  morning^  The 
buS:r.^eorge  HenrrCoUins.  ^ad  pre^nted  Roly 
with  a  loveable  but  mangy  P"P-£^^  J^  ZZ 

-i;^-xn:f»"s^%H^^^ 

it  She  prognosis  had  become  an  important  da>ly 

"'Sn  there  were  the  letters  to  be  opened.  TWs 
w^Uttle  Arthur's  morning  to  have  toe  stam^ 
Roland  produced  the  marvellous  POcket  sc^rs 

Srinde^i^erStrSim^"-^ 

iS^fle  Arthur  wanted  the  stamps  for.  what 
he^agS  S^they  were,  or  to  what  use  J 
J^b^Sy  put  them,  no  one  ever  knew.    Uttle 

^rEK^St^^i^^^^-n.bca.usethey 
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were  a  beautiful  colour  and  could  not  h=.,i,       ^ 

Gertrude  had  made  a  great  bra«m     ti 

t.    They  generaUy  meant  something  glod  to  eat  It 
the  moment  of  disclosure. 
The  meal  was  passed  in  this  wav     t«  *  tu 

n  such  memories.    Those  of  us  who  can  r^crea'^? 

memorable  past,  are  blesSjTnd'ed         ''"^^   ^'^ 

Foib1n*et\rth?S*'  V^?  "*'=  P^^^^  ^^  home. 
WIS  sneer  at  the  home-keeping  man  who  finds  th#. 

supreme  joy  in  wife  and  cMd  and  home     if  if ! 

note  people  are  rather  ashamed  to  ha^on  tt^av 

The  greatest  poets  and  singers  the  wSd  h^v*; 

known  have  sung  of  home  L  hearth  somlt^g 
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;  111  ..  Such  i.  the  patriot's  boast  "herder  we  roam. 

1 1  "His  first,  best  country,  ever  is  at  home, 

"lhr;^S'^dm«icl«  U>.ir  doing.  ^  ed^'Jg^ 

sentiment  of  fashion  is  representative. 
There  is  no  Burke  to-day  to  write- 
«  Because  half  a  dozen  grasshoppers  un<kr  afem 

^I  the  field  ring^the^^-po^^ctunj. 

rsLdoT^^BSor^ew^  cud  and 

St-^£tir=s^tS 

hat.  of  course,  they  are  >f^^y  "[^J^^^Ji^.S 
oftpr  all  thev  are  other  than  the  little,  snriveueu, 
mea^rf  hoging.  though  loud  and  troublesome 
insects  of  the  hour." 

Roland  was  not  troubled  by  any  prevaihng 
seSiSnt  or  attitude.  The  world  was  simple  for 
^Z  for  his  wife.    The  health  and  joy  of  the 
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applauding.  ""'^ring  and  nature  inciting  and 

i^^rj^'ZTi::;  To^/'^"'^-  ^-^  their 

a  pipe  and  glance?«/dav?„''*  'k7  *°  ^'""^^ 
for  London  ^^  *  "^^^  •'^fore  leaving 

•ong:l?Sr?r:deS.Vb"'.''i^  ?^^^'  ^^  -y 
Low  with  her  ^^  ''^"''  "'""Png  Dr.  Ella 

Jtnti^rLtjraSid"::?.^"  ^-^^  ^--  •>"' 

"  r  hQ.,=  u  •'"Snt  and  active  as  ever 

Park!- '^h:  s^^  t/:^r^f,:  r'^^'--'  ^  ^^ 

Everything  is  all  rig^now  r,J  'f^"?  ""  "■«•>*■ 
thought  IM  look  in  on  Z'  i™  ^'^*^  *"  "^y-  ^  I 
shaU  go  by  train  •  I  ZJX  "  "^  "^^  ^ome.  I 
the  cfrriage.'^    '      *^^  *  ^°^  ^^at  time  to  order 

saiZ"  '^"^  ^°"  "^^^  ''-  «  a  second."  Gertrude 
^^anX^-'J-S-^--- 

infant  a^o^^raSsfSX^rrr-^ 
Shf4  th'e1/Sr"^S  -  ^^"«"'-^ant  foot!) 

Enga»^shSr?.i^:;/,  p-s,,«et  ^-^  - 

-.    That  monster  in  the^Sr^iri^ 
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a  most  important  be-ng  ^pon  ^  ffifof  a 

Do  you  know  what  I  do  with  it  ? 

Sdren    because     they    are    misled    by    these 

P°"S*aU  mothers  can't  nurse  their  own  chUdren. 

"^'S'l    But   fax   more   than   most   people 
imarine     Professor  Herbert  Spencer  recentiy  gave 
rSe  to  the  medical  profession  on  the  subject 
taSstPancrasTownHall.    ^-'^^^^^J^I; 
five  oer  cent,  of  mothers  are  able  to  suckle  tneir 
chUd^n.  but  in  the  upper  circles  of  society  not 
ten  oer  cent,  do  so !    These  creatures  are  all  grown 
too  K  for  their  uses  1    The  vulgarity,  the  mental 
SirS  that  shrinks  from  the  obligations  of  Nature 
ITmostmaKs  one  weep.    Now.  I  ask  you  «, 
t  thprP  anvthing  in  Nature  more  simply  bedutitui, 
mof  fuU  ofli^'wer  to  induce  reverent  and  i^e 
Zughte  than  the  sight  of  a  mother  with  a  child 
at  the  breast  ?  " 
"  I  know  of  nothing,"  he  answered. 
"  i^d  women  are  ashamed !  "she  cned  w^th  a 
scorrthat  was  almost  tearful,  "ashamed,  or  un 
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How  the  Madonna  in 


fiij  to  waste  the  time  I 
Paradise  must  pity  them  I" 

Sf^cto;y  '"  *t*^*  *"'^  «"°«  toast, 
loss  of  «me     ^r  S  ^"^  "^*'^''"*  *  '»°"<'"t's 

:SiS^nii^-^^^^-"^^^ 
ui.^/:^ch/^^^^^^ 

Ge^t^2aL7weS''^.T  "^'^  ^''^  ^^  '<>  ^" 
take  the  tSeT       ^^"^^^^  "«'«••    They  won't 

have'^nSSn  b  W^"th?L*^  ^"  "^^^'^  -<^ 
couree,  tea-makL  u  n       °*"=*°'"  answered.    "  Of 

"provided,  of  course  tj,!!  ^'^'^'^e  answered, 
your  local  hrlT^'^"'  ^^"^."^^  °*  t«a  suits 
the  whole   attempt  tuse^'^^lf.^^^^y  there, 

depends  upon  the  predse  w"of ^!  /''"^'^"S 
fact  of  an  entirely  fr«^  ,!f  f  *^/  **^-P°t.  the 
Poui^l  into  the  kewl  tch  Si'  aZ^^''  '^'"^ 
of  the  water  on  the  tea  T^hl  '^^  **  P""''"^ 
it  boils.    Let  water  boil  JJ  «  •^**?  '"°'"*"t  when 

^  never  ,et  a  d^^ntlup  ^fta  "Tit'e?.'  ^°." 

stimulating  power  seem=  i^  .!  t'^e  hfe  and 

While  the^^  lalL?H-    ^"^  «°"*'  °"t  of  it." 

matters.  SaLThad  picSrti?"'  "^^  '^'^^'^ 
finishing  his  nirv.     uS:     ?    P  *"^  P^Per  and  was 

-id  thlt'r ^o^rS,^^  S  ^^0.  Br.  Low 
Gloucester  Road  h"ii  as  far  as 
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K,,rM     Warm  Uttle  arms  hdd 

sion  oJ  furious  *««^';*f ';  jlt^^^der  Uttle  cheeks. 

the  father's  head  tight  ag^^  tenj^  j^^^^^U. 

baby  voices  t^"eredm  words  ou  ^^^^  ^^ 

The  last  vxsion  RoUnd  ^d  «i  ^^^^^  ^ 

It  was  a  P'f '^^  3^rays  of  the  winter's  sun. 
perfection  under  *«  Pfl* '"^y^        j^  ..  ^he  reason 

"I  can  understand     I)r^^°  „^,  the 

?^r2c!;tdtrc.nrction.toldusthatwe 

Lst  become  UkeUttle^hjld^^^^^^  ^.^  ^^^^^ 

SSrdta'^S&VIa^airsofthe 

Confratermty,  ^^  f^r  the  train 

JS":  Z  aTog'\?S-ond_and  they  had 
^^!!^ryrSStas  joined  ^I^-J^ 
Ro  Jasked!^vith  the  enthusiasm  and  glee 

schoolboy.    "Only  yf^;,^f  eo°id  mention  would 
"Hardly  any  name  y°"  ,<=°  „ p.„ceDt    perhaps, 
surprise  me."   she  answered.       Except,  p 
that  of  Dr.  Nmian  Newton!  ^   „  R^iand 

"n-  ^.r r:  sn^^eonft'  s-Pf  ; 
:^^:^' mu^  U  was  Mr.  Verschmidt.  the  Jew 

"^SS^yl"  He  wiU  be  valuable." 
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monkey  who  had  just  madf «  ^  ^^  ^  >nteUigent 
some  reason  or  the  oth^r  L*  '^"'V  ""''•  ^or 
Punch.  He  was  smil?n„  ^\^^'^^^  as  pleased  as 
his  hands  I  sup^^  e^^3  "^""f^l  "^^  ^"^^Ing 
P0.unds  before  bSt^^ork?^?'  ^''~^ 
unsecJaH  Sb?.  r^S  Td^fV^  ^ 
-5tJs^LTn^an^r^"--S^^^^^^^^^^ 

andeconoiAic^-fs^L',-'"  ^f"    ^"^  on  social 
propaganda.    Cn  shSd  '   '°'"°"^'i'>' '"  y°" 
the  service  of  the  |?ate  .^^  ?'  ^^  ^^^'^'^'^  ^°' 
homes.    England  nLd  "it     I  °'  '""t  ''"PP'"^^  °^ 
Speke.  but  I  am  a  mtrL-     ^''^  ''^  *  J«^'  "r. 
England.  I  L  T  nat'urS  TelisJ  T  '°™  '" 
Im  a  patriot     Th^r»  jc        •/  ^"^'^  "^'^^n-  and 
are  not^a  rLic    thf t  f.^     '"  "''°"'  *•»**  J«^ 
State  wh^en    hey'settle  SZ  ^?  *  '"^"^'=^  *°  *•>« 
only  a  half  tS.    W    mari"""'^    '''^'  "^ 
tobecitizens-if  weareaUot^^Tv.^'  ^*  ^^  ^^ 
of  my  people  fou^tTor  Sn  f   J"  ^-  ^  ^'^^  ""^ny 
remember!'"    ^  ^"^'^*^  ^^^'"st  the  Boers, 

I-o7aSJeS  '''The^  """^  misunderstood."  Dr. 
tal^e  a  hj^^w  of  fed,'r^  '^*''  P^°P^«-  They 
rate.    Yes  ?  "  '  ''"*'"'  °^  maternity,  at  any 

me'fiTfhidto'unt,^?^,''"'  ^°°^  -^i  «ave 
-.the  platfS  Hu^'Al^t  £tlf':°'^r'  '°  ^'* 
«P™«.     Itoldhi.aIIhrwit^f,X?a5 
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the  work,  and  he  seemed  q-^«.  ^Ssl;  sJ 
never  saw  a  UtUe  man  m  su<JJ^f  J^^  ^,„,. 
pleased  ^th  everything.    I  q«W      i^  wasn't  at 

He  seemed  qmte  ^'"Pl^^fl^^tludng  to  vae  acutest 
aU  easy  to  realise  that  one  was  tauung 

financier  in  Europe"  answered.    " I  am 

^.  ifs  quite  obvious  why  ^e  ^«i;^^     ..  qh. 
Roland  was  hurt   he  misundwstood^r     ^^ 

I  think  that's  hardly  faarDo^^^or     he  jd       ^^ 
^  '*  '*■",  ..  ♦;,,+  "  she  answered  with  a  smile, 

him  on  that  mormng.         ^^  ^j^^^e. 

"  Rather  an  unusual  on'J,    ne  s«uu  w»i^        ,;.,:., 

..I.ve>.t  to  coach  the  most  popuLu  and  dxsta- 
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guished  preacher  of  the   dav  in    ,    /-^i. 
sennoni    You  remember    ^^  forthcommg 

EscotthasjoLdT"        •  °^  '""''*•  '^'  Canon 
"Perfectly,"  she  answered.    "I   was  at   mm 

B«  h... .  p.«  ..S.™  ?X7  "^T" ' 

heldfo,th.„n„«lte„dse„=tfri«<,,,iS^eho 

I  have  heard  him  preach,"  Dr  Low  said     ••  a= 
teUs  me  exacUy  what  it  me^s     Th?  •  '™°?^«'^Se 

ScrR^i*' "  -~.no?ed  ;;!h^si- 

much  the  same    ^h^f  ^       't"'^  *^^'  "»  ««s«nce, 
nervo£:S-J^-^^^^^^^^^ 

He  did  ?of    ^  ^*  "^^  P*"°'*  °*  influence  ? " 
tte  did  not  answer  at  once.    "Doctors  know 


,1     •   :  i) 


,40  FIRST  It  WAS  ORDAINED. 

strange  things;;  he  saJd^len^^J-Sde.«  strips 

life  of  many  of  its  ^^'^^'-^IH^"^,^,  retorted. 

..AS  many  ",.f  .8^°je  of  itfrnusions.  but  only 
»  Science  stnps  bfe  o«  ^f^*"*  °' V,  „{  ufe  bare  and 
in  order  that  it  "^^V^faS^    he  Phenomena  of 
patent.    The  more  «*  ^^f^'^^/and  how  God 
religious  habit,  the  more  *«  ""     .      jj     jt  ever 
reaEy  works  and  "^f^'^-^^C  sermons,  when 
struck  you  what  ^j^^j^"^!;^  torn  and  broken  with 
priest  and  audience  ahke  ^^  t°™       ^^^  deUvers 
emotion,  must  mean  to  the  pne 
them  ?  "  ,  .      Q  ^.g  work,  I  suppose, 

th  AlTprhS  desSd  on  him  bidding  him 

n;;haps,"  she  said  shorUy^  *;0- j,;  £ 

moon!    DO  you  «^  ^^f^^  Sd  amplitude 
Canon  Escott  gets  upto  s,^^  and  h 

_or  any  other  POP*^^'  ^7"°^  -jves  him  all  his 
the  Holy  Spirit.mspires  him  ^d  P;^  ^, 

fervour  ?    Coji-der    what^  «-t  ^-^  ,„  ^ 

would  mean  t^^^^the  man  wa         ^  ^^   ^^^ 

the   conHmwHS    nc^"™f    "^^  that  the  Para- 
Holy  Ghost.    Does  exp^^en':e Jhow  ^^^     ^ 

clete  works  thus?    Notmng  ^^^j^^_j  ,„ 

that  I  distrust  ^-°7^^^^ey  very  sorry  for  the 
relieious  work.    Ana  i  am  *"'•     ,/ 
eSing  cause  of  it-the  preacher. 
"  Why,  exactly  ?  abnormal  nerve- 
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Take  the  emotional  actor     I  saw  «ntu    *  .     • 
tion,  that  in  nine  cases  ou    of  ^^  T  u  "'  ''""*''■ 
his  powers  at  concert  nlrhV  '  ^^  ^^  *°  ^"^P 

alcohol  or  what  not' '             ^  '°'"'  *"''''=  *"''"«"^«' 
"  Then  the  inference  is '• 

With  hi         jyraptoms  m  smoking  carriaees  " 
the";Sytra^^~^*'"-^'-'^^°'anf^^^^^ 

JidSrrti^^oi^Tr  1*^""^"'  - 

tunity  for  conversation  "'  ^'' '""''  "PP^"- 

the  th.   ju-the  fLn*°  "ff  *  '"^  ^^™"^*« 
th^b::;.antw^aS^^'*'*'^<=^P«'»^ 

An'.?:CtsrrsreLarr^^^^^^^^^^ 

sinew.  '*  '"*°  ''"y  good  blood  and 

and  arduo^T  S  ^^  li^hf 'ke^  *'^  ^''"'^'^ 
closed,  an,  th,  face  was'^td  wl"^"  ^^^" 

an5iKS'e;'\%"  ^'^^  '''''  °'  '^^  ^"^ 

upon  the  face  of  thi       ^^""^  '"''  ^  '^^^t^"  ^t^mp 

the  stamp  k  1*^'  "^^''*^  ^"-"^     Sometimes 

stamp  as  mocking  and  unlovely,  sometimes  it 

g 
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""blm  «.fl..d  «  .1...  »p.bl.  b™n-»„  p.a. 
buUt 


CHAPTER  virr. 


^'ngle  door  which  oL„ed  iTtL'"'"'"""'^*^  ''3'  a 
"'e  building  ^        "•  ^''^  '"am  corridor  of 

men  had  subscribed  TcSm^'^''^*!  ^""^  ^"^^h- 
tenance  of  all   bureau  T       '"™  ^°'  "«=  m^in- 

Purposes  of  Zp^!  a,^d  T'  ^^^'^  ^°'  *>« 
^^om  this  source  had  become  if  ""  *''"  ^'=°'»« 
augmented  by  private  donaS        *"'  ""^'^"^ 

^Me''  rX^'arofth-  °^-r"'"  '^'^-^t- 

-iety.    "It    wa'3"^hty'taid"^"ta?   "'^^ 
^3    ^''''       'akmg   public 
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money  to  maintain  a  mere  idea  No  one  benefited 
by  the  sums  of  money  that  flowed  through  the 
coffers  of  the  Confraternity  but  the  lecturers  and 
officials  employed,  and  the  Pointers  who  produced 
the    mass  of  literature  that  was  distributed  and 

'°As"one  entered,  a  room  to  the  right  showed  as 
a  waiting  room,  opposite  to  it  was  the  clerks  office 
where  two  men  and  a  girl  typewriter  sat.    There 
was  a  large  committee  room,  a  storeroom  lor  books 
and  pamphlets,  and.  lastly.  Roland's  own  room 

This  was  a  big  and  cheerful  place,  with  a  deep 
embrasured  window,  in  which  one  could  stand 
and  look  up  to  the  Strand  or  down  to  the  mer 
where  the  barges,  with  red  pitch-pme  masts,  went 
slowly  down  the  tide.  .      ,      • 

The  room  had  been  furnished  luxunously  in 
every  way.  The  colours  were  harmonious,  the 
schle  of  design  considered  and  consistent 
Roland's  friends  used  to  tell  him  that  he  was  housed 
like  a  cabinet  minister.  ,  ,    „       * 

Roland  arrived  in  Norfolk  Street  at  ha^f-past 
ten  Bv  half-past  eleven  he  had  dealt  with  the 
enomous  mass  of  correspondence  that  awaited 
him  The  more  important  letters  had  been  taken 
down  in  shorthand,  those  which  need  not  be  per- 
sonally answered  were  sorted  out  for  the  clerks ; 
those  requiring  consideration  and  reference  placed 
in  a  drawer  to  await  a  convenient  time. 

Between  half-past  eleven  and  twelve  the  two 
lecturers  who  were  regularly  employed  to  tour  the 
country  and  explain  the  objects  of  the  society  had 
called  with  notes  and  reports.    Mr.  Piatt,  the  young 
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Oxford  fellow,  was  mf     t*  t. 

patriotic  staSoinrTtdav  hTh'  h''"""™'^'  ^'^ 
from  Yorkshire:  where  hthTdw''  ^"''  '"'*"™^'J 
of  the  candidal^  in /hi J  .-^^  supporting  one 
to  raise  the  w7u iTtL^  !'*'°"'  ^'•"  ^^  A^d 
to  join  the  SnS  p'arTv  °H  "  ''""•■""^"*  '"" 
to  reduce  the^i^  omeTa^  Ind  ""T  '"''^'''^'^ 
rates,  in  the  cases  ofTa^S^Ss.  ""^^'^"^'^"^  "- 

st:wrx^r^/;:^x''S?r^'^-«^- 

munity  at  Oxford.  Hehad  h!n!  ''''1'°"'  *=°'»- 
preacher  and  propagaldi  t  «wv.  '^  *^'  ''^"^ 
dealing   with    its    .fm"   f     ^  ^''^   Confraternity, 

ChristfanToL  %  v";  ' ^ke  V    f"'"^"^'    "^ 

this  pious  ^and  ebqu  nT  man  ^-nt  ?^^f"*^e"^. 

cessant  traveUing  from  p^ce  tfn  '  ''^'  "*  '"- 
lecturing    o.ga„f3i„;'?^-^,^^^£ce,^^^^ 

through  England  teaching  ;„  ' .  I  ™^^^'* 

thought  of  e'vil  wa;"to"u',d^"ugg:str^^^^^^^  "° 
which  dissipated  the  dirk  cT,^^^  !  '  "  *  ^^^ 
which  stilled  unhoty  curiosiS  ^h  w/T.°^"°~' 
to  gaze  with  awe^tn.M.         ^'       ^  ^^"   '''^  soul 

God'luT^ieTSrholfesrZ^"  ''''  "«"*  °^ 
birth  of  souls.  *^'"^  °"  earth-the 

These  capable  servants  of  the  cause  h=A  k  * 
receive  abstracts  and  «,!*1^      ^    ^  ''^y*'  *"<* 
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of  the  country  that  evening,  at  work  and  spreading 

^'^As'twelve  o'clock  was  striking  on  the  Law  Courts 
dock,  Canon  Escott  was  shown  in. 

At  the  moment  Roland  was  glancmg  through  a 
report  of  a  sermon  Canon  Escott  had  preached  the 
night  before  in  a  church  at  Pimlico.  He  had  only 
time  to  see  that  it  was  one  of  extraordinao' 
eloquence,  that,  according  to  the  headlines  o  the 
newspaper  which  had  thought  it  worth  while  o 
publish  the  report,  "Grave  men  were  moved  to 
tears."  when  the  preacher  himself  appeared 
Roland  welcomed  him  warmly. 
"  Won't  you  take  that  chair  by  the  fire.  Canon 
Escott  ?  "  he  said.  "  You'U  find  it  comfortable. 
You  look  worn  out."  ,     ^  j     „ 

The  tall  man  smiled,  rather  famtly.  and  sat  down. 
He  leaned  his  head  against  the  padded  back  of  the 
chair  and  closed  his  eyes  for  a  moment.  The 
massive  and  regular  beauty  of  the  face,  so  purely 
Roman  in  type,  had  for  a  moment  a  curious  effect 
on  Roland.  All  the  features  were  relaxed  m  weari- 
ness, and  the  man  had  a  remarkable  likeness  to  a 
popular  actor.  There  was  the  same  potential 
mobiUty,  the  same  suggestion  that  the  face  was 
Ly  a  sketch  of  what  it  would  be  when  it  was 
painted  and  the  Ughts  were  up  ! 

"  You  must  forgive  me,  Speke,"  Canon  Escott 
said  in  his  beautiful  voice.  "But  I  am  a  wreck 
this  morning.  My  nerves  are  unstrung  and  my 
brain  seems  like  porridge  !  I  went  through  a  great 
strain  last  night,  and  I  have  not  slept. 
"  I  was  glancing  at  the  paper  when  you  came 
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admired  this  faLS  t?\  '^'^'^-  ^°'  R°l^nd 
other  people  He  hI/?a?S  "^  .''  ''''"'^^^  ^«- 
and  felt  his  whole  soul  «Ar  ^™  ""^"^  «•"« 
fi«  aad  beauty  o  he  speake'  "^  *°.  ^°'  ^^  ^^^ 
real  privilege  to  hlV^^^  ''°^^^-  ^^  was  a 
contact  Jsuch  L  one"'''   ^'^  ^"^  -*-ate 

askld"nrusir'""''^*^°"^">'*'>'''S'''he 

Eslo?'^":!?,"  a  ShfJ  *°  T.'.  *^°"^'^'"  <^-°n 
noticed  that  he  haSl  ?,°i^''^'"<*-  K°l«nd 
Pn;!  n^yself  to^eth"'    ^ugh  „'t  Tc    "  \^^ 

-wSStt^-J-^inthechair.    Roland 

and  the  sense  of  duty  thaVhh*      ''''T''  °^  ^ 
"I  shall  c»^j  r^     "''^°P''onipted  t. 

withou  wai  ng  S  T!  ''""^■'  '^^  -'^.  and 
and  despatchel  the  office  C  ''  '''i*  '""^  ^°°™ 
Pnsed  at  his  misst-fo'an'lCrtTe^  "^- 

wuraSsS':f^°""°-^-"-^'^- 
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poured  out  a  peg  and  drank  it  off  quickly,  as  though 

it  had  been  medicine.  „ 

"So  many  thanks."  he  murmured.  I  ve  no 
doubt  I  shall  be  better  now." 

The  effect  of  the  tonic  was  almost  mjmediately 
appaLt  Some  colour  came  back  to  the  cheeks 
SeyS  beneath  the  thick  and  curling  grey  hair 

'I'tlat'down  opposite  Roland,  on  the  other 
side  of  the  great  writing  table,  once  more  the 
younger  man^thought  how  strangely  handsome 
Ld  compeUing  his  guest's  Presence  was. 

"  Now  what  I  want  from  you,  Speke,    the  clergy 
man  said.  "  are  some  actual  facts  and  figur^,  some 
Ste  account  of  what  you  and  your  colleagues 
are  finding  out  and  tabulating.    And  I  also  want 
a  LS^^fum6  of  the  methods  of  the  Conf-temity's 
propaganda.    I   am  so  recent  a  recruit  to  your 
STou  will  remember,  that  I  am  not  as  weU 
p^Sd  Iv  as  I  ought  to  be.    Of  -urse  /e  subjec 
Tone  that  has  long  occupied  my  mind,  as  it  has 
that  of  every  thinking  Christian  and  Enghshinan^ 
I  have  been  reading  largely  on  the  Chnsfan  aspec 
of  it.    Before  you  give  me  your  facts,  I  will  just 
indicate  the  lines  on  which  I  P;°P°^« /°  P'^^^^^ 
Then  you  can  supply  what  is  wanting.    If  God  giv^s 
me  strength  and  power.  I  want  this  sermon  to  stir 
STose  who  hear  it.  to  incite  them  to  new  effort  and 

"^He^'drew  a  silver-bound  pocket-book  of  green 
leather  from  his  pocket,  and  took  out  a  sheet  of 

^"^Christian   teaching   is  quite   clear,"   he   said. 
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hideous  pra?£e?L  prevlnTttrf-elt  T 
that  any  interferenrp  wfK  /u  ^°  "^^y-    "e  states 

™«  S",htrwr=  -'*■' """  ""■  •  '""y 
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lines,  outspoken  lines.    Now  give  me  such  notes 
as  you  think  wiU  be  useful  to  me. 
Roland  went  to  a  row  of  pigeon-holes  by  the  fire- 

^'^"Here"  he  said,  "is  a  coloured  chart  of  the 
Registrar'  General's  returns  of  the  birth-rate  since 
the  last  census  up  to  the  present  moment.    You 
S  see  at  a  glance  exactly  what  h^.  happened 
^the  back  is  a  map  of  England.    This,  you  wdl 
oteerve,   marks   the   various   districts   m   various 
cSs  according  to  the  rise  or  fall  in  the  nurnbers 
of   births.    Within   the   white   circles   are   figures 
showing  what  the  work  of  the  Confraternity  has 
accomplished.     The  smaU   red    figures  show  the 
nmnber  of  members  in  each  district,   the  black 
figures  below  show  the  consequent  rise  m  population 
L  those  districts.    By  this  plan  we  can  show  with 
Tccuiacy  the  good  we  are  doing.    In  all  these  places 
Se  ou^  mfmbership  is  large  the  birth-rate  has 
Tteadily  increased  each  quarter.    It  ^  stiU,  of  course, 
alarminKly  low  everywhere.    But  it  is  unprovmg. 
W™waking  evei?.ne  up  aU  over  the  country^ 
We  are  telling  these  people,  who  never  considered 
the  use  of  preventive  checks  from  a  rehgious  stand- 
point, what  the  Scriptures  and  the  Church  enjoit. 
We  are  telling  those  who  never  thought  of  it  from 
a  patriotic  and  economic  point  of  view,  what  a 
terrible  danger  the  Empire  incurs,  and  what  m- 
evitable  social  degeneracy  comes  from  the  system^ 
Here  you  see  it  all  in  figures  and  colour.    We  issue 
a  new  chart  every  quarter.    Each  quarter,  also. 
we  ile  a  report  which  amplifies  the  chart,  gives 
details  of  our  work,  and  sums  up  the  whole  question- 
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co?|n°Jsrt;S\S^^--'"-«  paper. 

at  the  introductory  Se  for  in  r""^^"  1°^^"  " 
written  by  Sir  Arthur  rhiM»  ^T'  '^^'''^  ^^s 
in  collaboration.    I  y^^^^^^^^^^^  father  Grogan 

lines  you  will  see  tl.at  th.-rK  ,  f.  '^''^  y°»  ^  ^^ 
thing^ou  n.ay^iJilto.v"'''  ""  **="  ^^^  -^-y- 

caIled'high'e'rcivS.ion°i,^oT  f'"""  '"^'  -"-'  » 
increase.  But  after  matot  aJl  /m"''  '°  "=- 
contributory  causes,  ttc  fact   If  •"^""'  '"  "•*"" 

stantiallyprovedm  ,4  rcpo,,Tw''  *""  "  •""- 
have  come  to  regard  a  lar  J T™-',  '  "'^"^'^  P«>ple 
a  Divine  blessing.  rKf^''?','"  ».<=""e  instead  of 
instructive.    i?«L„/,vj  ^  w  • /^'^   "  ^°don  are 

■nay  be  taken  as  tySSlatj,-'^^  F'-'ham,  32.3. 
'cale.  stepney,  whh  hs  Tel^"h*'  "  ~=''  «"<'  °f  'he 
of  37.  If  the  AlieM  Bm-^!^''  Popi'ation,  has  a  rate 
-  tWng  it  has  hitheTo  mi  el'XdV'^^''"-"'''- 
a  clause  compeliing  Jews  to  I^i^  t,^ '°,'^°-"  "^"  "'ed 
their  Ch^ti^  (,)  ^eighZ:ri  I    ''''"  '^"""^^'  ^-^  " 

Chi Jmur5,o°/3uch1tis?n^'r  '^°''  "'<'  P-«-  of 
hymen  of  educaUonia  "V"  1"h  ?'"''-''='"''•'' 
Pncst.,  make  no  secret  7 1^;;,*^"^  '"''"■  ^"-l  even 
more.  And  a,  woS  m  '  k  "^^^^^  °*  '''  "  »° 
'heir  -betters-  ^e  d^fn»Th°  ^''°°"'  ?*""  °'  *hat 
«m""<=ou,Be.  and  theevV,''^"!  °A'  "°*  '°  '"""'^  » 

'he  B.hops.  are  on,y  ,ust\?S,°7;rV:r- 
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of  incense  is  a  more  lemmo  imi-s  ,.        iwacan 

certain  section  of  the  Church  of  England.* 

Roland  stopped  reading  and  looked  up. 
He  saw  that  Canon  Escotfs  eyes  were  on  him 
and  thafhe  was  listening  intently.    But  at  the  s^e 
?tae   the   clergyman's   hands  were   pounng   some 
more  brandy  into  his  glass.  it,„..„j,t 

Roland  made  no  comment,  though  he  thought 
it  r^tS  ^d.    But  he  realised  that  he  hmisel 
was  practiSly  a  teetotaller  and  had  a  different 
code  in  such  things.  „  , 

"  You  see  from  that  extract,"  he  said,     that  the 
report  is  full  and  complete.    I  beheve  you  wm  find 

"  .'^S'ou  •  tcU  me  is  most  interesting,  S^ke" 
the  dergJ^an  said.    "  I  see  I  shall  have  no  difficulty 
atut  m^acts  now.    You  are  doing  a  noMe  wo  k^ 
I  believe  the  Holy  Spirit  is  with  you,'"  his  voice 
tremS  and  a  no'e  of  real  and  -ble  Pathcs  cam 
Tto  it     "When  I  think  of  what  England  once 
wL  ^'d  what  it  is,  I  weep,"  he  said.    "  The  great 
proud  English  race,  our  dear  Enghsh  race!    once 
the  very  stoics  of  Christian  Europe,  famoi^  as  a 
Sople  for  manly  virtues,  declines  more  and  mor 
.  NoTE.-Thi»  paragraph  is  a  reprint  from  an  article  m 
the  Church  Tinus. 
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the  dead  ashes  into  holy  fire  '  "  4"'CKen 

Te^  came  into  his  eyes,  "the  fine  curve  of  his 

wifhn:to'ret'dforaTyrt'td'^  '""^  ''^"'' 

Roland  sat  down  again,  thoughtful  and  gSve' 
The  room  seemed  empty  now  that  Canon  Kt 
was  no  longer  there.  A  few  people,  a  very^e  " 
have  an  aroma  of  greatness_if  one  may  pu7it  so' 
Theu^  very  presence  alters  the  aspect  of  a  place 
and  has  a  subtle  influence  upon  the  brain  ^ 
Canon  Escott  was  one  of  these  men. 
Rolands  eye  fell  upon  the  brandy  bottle  H» 
rang  the  beU  and  the  boy  came  in.     ^  "' 

h,  ^^u*'*^*  "P  ^  *^^  cupboard,  please,  Henry  " 
,tcT."'  '^"'"^  '""^  ''"  '  "^^y-  "-d  bririg  me^y 
In  a  minute  or  two  Roland's  lunch  was  brought 
Sav  M»  T''  ^*'  """""^  ^  the  middle  of  fhe 
habit  ^ili  "'T'*y  ""^^  ''^P  this  salutaS 
one  of  them  ^''"fS'i^duate  days.  Roland  w2 
co;i'JJ^^dw?he's""^^-^«^-°^-^'^-'ia 

leff  hV^^*'"'.'''""®''*  °^  '^'  ">*«  ^''^  had  just 
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seemed  extremely  sensitive.  Roland  was  no 
PhUistine.  He  had  not  any  contempt  for,  or  dis- 
like of,  manly  emotion.  He  quite  realised,  for 
instance,  the  colossal  hypocrisy  which  speaks  of  the 
reserve  of  Englishmen  about  their  religion-«peaks 
of  it  as  if  it  were  a  commendable  thmg.  He  was 
quite  aware  that  what  was  called  "reserve"  was 
nothing  of  the  sort.  It  was  cowardice  and  funk. 
People  who  talked  thus  were  simply  people  who 
were  afraid  to  speak  out  for  our  Lord,  to  confess 

Him.  .        ,    .,     . 

Still,  this  sudden  emotion,  these  facile  tears- 
well  they  jarred  !  As  he  thought  them  over,  they 
jarred.  He  knew  that  they  must  have  been  smcere 
enough.  The  man  wasn't  posing  in  the  least. 
But  they  lacked  control.  He  remembered  Dr. 
Ella  Low  and  her  oracular  sayings  on  the  high- 
perched  platform    of     Turnham    Green.     Queer, 

certainly !  ,        u- 

Then  he  dismissed  the  whole  matter  from  his 
mind  and  sat  down  to  solid  work. 

About  three  o'clock  a  messenger  from  the  Law 
Courts  hard  by  was  shown  into  him. 

The  man  carried  a  note  from  Sir  Basil  Speke. 
The  judge  begged  his  nephew  to  dine  with  him. 
"  I  want,"  he  said,  "  to  talk  over  Patrick's  future 
with  you.  I  want  your  advice."  He  suggested 
that  Roland  should  caU  for  him  at  the  Law  Courts 
at  half-past  five— he  would  be  in  his  room  tiU  then- 
and  they  would  go  to  some  quiet  restaurant  where 
it  would  be  possible  to  dine  without  putting  on 
evening  clothes. 
Roland  scribbled  a  note  of  acceptance.    He  hao 
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There  was  a  telephone  f^  th  h''^  °^  ''■''"  "°^- 

Park.    Roland  rang  up  In    hn  °-"'  ^*  ^"""^^ 

Gertrude   of  his   altered   plan  'a'"  '''^f  *°  *'^" 

answered  him.    Themk»r.c  ^  """"^   ^""'^nt 

turned.  S^'c^e  ,  ^h  T''-  ^"''''y  ^h"  ^e' 
tempered  with  ^e  at  a  1  f'^  °/  «'^^*'"8' 
was  talking  to  hr  father  T  '■^-  ^''"«  J^°'y 
A  smackinl.  staccato  S  t"'*"^'  *  «^"^  ^^^^ 
from  Bedff;d  ^TtoZ'Zr^'.V'''  -''^ 
room  in  Norfolk  Street-ri^hwj.  u  *\°  *^™> 
and  fog  of  the  aftornSn  A  T^  *"""  ^•''^'' 
with  its  bright  fireTnTcri  'comfortable  office. 

At  half-pSt  five  Roland'"""/  ''"'='"'=  ^^^ht 
^taff.  put  ?n  hif^oat tTd  wSef^nlP*  *°  ^'" 
street  to  the  adjacent  com rfc^fi      ^„*''^  ""^^ 
well-dressed.    He    had  T        -"''    "'  ""^^  ^""^ 
and  he  also    thouJL  h.         '"'*'."'*    '°'    ^'°*''^s. 
was  a  disti^;t'Sonj:""'Tt°"^,'*  ^'""'  "' 
fnd  the  honest  eyes  remaSd  t„  V  '''"'r*  ^^« 
•^n  in  his  youth      But  ,1,  ^,,  ™,  ""  *''">'  ^''^ 
strengthened  a^d  refined  S  wtk  an'd  Sn""„r'' 
The  mouth  had  spf fi»^   •  T  responsibility. 

«i^  ,«.tt  r.'?„  *  ™"  "pff  'r 

to  do  so     The  noi  ""^'^  ''^'^  desired  him 

saluted  and  hand  hT"  '*  *''''  '''gh-^rched  doo™ 
After  a  mTnufe  or  .  /''''  *°  ^"  attendant! 
^rridors^wfrhi/h  "oVed  ^^'/"^.'°""  '"^^•- 
">e  Judge's  room      ^  '°°^''  ^°''»"d  entered 
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It  was  a  high  and  noble  room,  paneUed  in  oak, 
the  oak  ceUing  was  starred  with  carved  and  gilded 
Tudor  roses.  Sir  Basil  was  sitting  in  front  of  thr> 
immense  fireplace.  On  a  table  by  his  side  was  a  cup 
of  tea  and  some  toast.  He  was  reading  the  West- 
minsler  Gazette. 

"  It's  very  good  of  you  to  come  at  such  short 
notice,  my  dear  boy."  he  said  with  unwonted 
affection.  "  Sit  down  and  have  some  tea.  A  quiet 
half-hour  like  this  is  worth  a  good  deal  after  the 
stress  of  the  day."  „ 

"  Have  you  had  a  very  hard  day,  uncle  t 
"Well   I  haven't  had  to  think  much.     But  I 
have  been  sitting  in  King's  Bench  Court  Number 
One,    and    hearing    judgment    summonses.    There 
has  been  a  long  procession  of  debtors  before  me, 
one  and  all  trying  to  explain  why  they  shouldn  t 
be  committed  to  prison  because  they  cant,  or 
won't,   pay   their   debts.    Three   wretched   youtlis 
were   from   the   Universities.    Tailors  were  suing 
them    for    preposterous    sums.    The    harpies    had 
waited  for  four  or  five  years  after  they  had  gone 
down,  and  just  when  they  were  in  decent  positions 
put  the  screw  on.    Of  course  they  ought  to  be  paid, 
and  they  deserve  their  money  just  like  other  people 
Still    I   wish   young  men   weren't   such   fools.    1 
should  very  much  hke  to  know  what  Patrick  owes 
in  Oxford.    People  haven't  begun  to  send  m  the 
bills  yet.    I  expect  I  shall  be  very  considerably 
surprised,  and  any  surprise  is  a  blessing  in  disguise 
nowadays !     It  gives  one  a  mental  stimulus,  ana 
life  so  rarely  does  that !  " 
He  yawned  and  dropped  his  newspaper  by  tne 
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S'd.'  of  his  chair.     Here    P..     ^ 
unhaopy  face     r .,»  u    '     '^'''"^  "W'.  was  another 

that  morning,  SeW-T  u'*^  •^""  ^'^h  him 
«if-sufficiency  in  sfrB^  .%^'"*'  '^^""S"*  ^d 
he  had  leaml  how  to^'suff  '""^  "  '"'  '"«««<! 
had  leamt  what  Ca  dina  nI'"''  be  strong."  he 
«  his  poignant  verses  ""  *""'*  '°  *«<«»» 

slighrS^?.r-f;:  Sir  Basi,  said,  after  a 
And  we  can't  go  to  ant  of  L^^°"'  ^"^  y°"- 

I  •'oX^^r/oHhVknl^T'  "'^^  ^"  ^^-^o  ' 
where  one  eets  fircf  7  ^^^  P''"^"-  It's  a  place 
-d  a  varifdl'i^'^=':Ct'?^.  drinlcable  ''"" 
'hree  shillings  peAaps"  '^^^-''■"own  each- 

'*'^  after  six.  and  I  feeThu'gry  •''^  ^'  «"  "°^  ' 
-diiXT^d'^^S^^Ji^'^avehim 

^!''^udg«':^CV-«>'^«<l  the  private  sttS 

Get  us  a  hansom,  please  "  <;>v  n    •■     • , 
policeman.  P'ease,    bir  Basil  said  to  the 
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The  cab  arrived  and  the  two  men  entered  it. 
As  they  turned  into  Fleet  Street  a  constab  e 
stationed  on  point  duty  walked  out  into  the  middle 
of  the  road  and  held  up  his  hand.  The  immense 
traffic  of  the  thoroughfare  stopped  to  allow  them 
to  pass,  and  the  policeman  saluted.  _ 

"  That's  rather  fine,  uncle,"  Roland  said.  It  ? 
a  new  experience  to  me.  Don't  you  feel  royal 
when  they  do  that  for  you  ?  "  ^^ 

"I'm  afraid  not,"  the  Judge  answered.  ih? 
pomp  and  circumstance  of  the  bench  always  seems 
sliKhUy  ridiculous  to  me.  though  most  of  ray 
learned  brethren  seem  to  revel  in  it.  I  suppose  it 
is  necessary.  The  scarlet  and  ermine,  and  aU  the 
rest  of  it.  frightens  fools.  It  was  designed  to  that 
end,  I  suppose." 

His  voice  was  very  weary  and  inditterent. 
Roland  said  nothing  more  as  they  drove  down 
the  thronged  and  lighted  Strand.    The  man  by  his 
side  was  in  a  somewhat  grim  and  unhappy  mood. 
He  would  not  be  led  into  light  talk. 

They  arrived  at  the  little  French  restaurant  m 
Soho.  It  was  a  long  low  room,  with  a  bright 
wall  paper,  reminding  one  oddly  of  the  walls 
of  a  bedroom,  and  a  tarnished  mirror  here  and 

'a  French  woman  sat  at  a  desk  by  the  door; 
she  bowed  and  smiled  as  they  went  in. 

The  euests  were  all  foreign,  prosperous  trades- 
men of  the  French  quarter.  With  their  napkins 
tucked  beneath  their  chins,  they  fed  with  vivacious 
relish  and  a  hum  of  contented  talk ;  man  wife, 
and  chUd,  each  at  their  regular  table  and  witti 
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The  two  men  found  a  table  set  against  the  waU 
in  a  distant  comer.    They  were  able  tn  «- 
and  to  chat  undisturbed  '"  ""'"^y""*' 

dene'lfhtt  o^^S"  "'°"  ^''^  "^"^^  ^^^^  •>- 

se:;'do7n^:mT,fo'^r..ras£r'^''  '•^^  •-•'- 

.JruAuf"""'^'-    ^"^-tforayearorfor 

long  record  of  sorSd^^Ze^'^]  ^^  ^e' DeTn' 

Si  thif^K        T.  ^'*"^'y  shamed  to  teU  me  of 

S'tnn/^'''"'**''^  ^y  ^"^  •««»  doing-  There 
isn  t  one  redeemmg  feature  in  the  case.  He  «id^'t 
even  row  in  his  torpid!  Sly  and  lazv  Sce-^J 
«  my  only  son's  career  at  Oxford"     ^  ^»ce-that 

Roland  sighed. 

"Some   fellows  can't   stand   Oxford,"   he  said 

It  s  too   sudden   a   change   from   school     S 
haven  t  any  sense  of  balance  or  proportion  ^d 
they  come  a  most  awful  cropper     Bnt  i>vT  ^  ., 
to  regard  the  failure  in  a  EverS^    aree^'SI: 
any  way  irrevocable.    Pat  is  only  a  boy  s^  ""h^ 

"1  H^'-r'^'  "  Possib/to  inZenc^him '• 
'^-       i    would    give    much    to    think    so. 


11  i 


260  FIRST  IT  WAS  ORDAINED. 

Roland,  but  I  cannot.  The  boy  U  what  the 
Americans  caU  'bone  idle,'  I  believe.  There  is 
always  hope  for  a  vicious  person  who  works.  Work 
has  such  an  ennobUng  efiect  upon  character  that 
few  really  hard-working  people  are  wholly  irre- 
claimable. That  has  been  my  experience  at  least. 
But  Patrick  U  such  a  liar.  He  is  sly  and  crafty 
in  all  he  does,  abnormally  so  for  a  boy  of  twenty. 
It  U  a  bitter  thing  to  say,  but  in  many  essential* 
he  reminds  me  of  atrocious  young  criminals  who« 
trials  I  have  been  at.  There  is  the  same  absence 
of  a»y  sense  of  duty,  the  same  callous  determination 
to  get  whatever  the  moment's  fancy  suggests 
without  a  thought  of  the  consequences." 

"He's  behaved  abominably,  I  know,"  Roland 
said.  "But  at  twenty!  Nothing  b,  or  can  be, 
irrevocable  at  twenty.    Do  not  strike  too  harsh  a 

note."  ,    , 

"  God  knows,"  said  the  Judge,  "  I  try  to  look 
upon  the  bright  side  of  things.  But  despair  comes 
over  me  only  too  often.  One  or  another  of  my 
coUeagues  on  the  Bench  is  always  coming  up  to  me 
in  our  tea-room  or  somewhere  and  telling  me  of 
some  victory  won  by  a  son.  'My  young  rascal 
got  his  first  in  Greats,  Speke  ;  'pon  my  word,  I'm 
more  nervous  about  it  than  I  was  over  my  own 
degree  examination,'  or  else, '  My  lad  was  at  Wmdsor 
last  week  with  his  chief— the  secretaries  always  go, 
you  know— and  the  King  spoke  to  him  and  said  he 
heard  w?ll  of  him  from  Sir  Henry.  Very  satis- 
factory, was  it  not  ? '  And  I  have  to  congratulate 
some  beaming  old  fellow,  with  a  sick  heart!  1 
can't  very  well  turn  round  and  say,   'Well,  my 
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Satan!-'        ^       ^  Brununell.  and  as  sly  as 

said  suddenly     '  '°^''  '"^^^"  '  J"'"  ?  "  'he  Judge 
"  Yes,  only  one  girl  " 

ourfamiiranS^^r/so^M^''"'"'"^'^   *°  «™* 
2:.,  solid.   unn,i::;kabT'succer.  ''ITr^  °' 
J^  stopped  for  a  moment  and  drank  a  little 
he'id'*''"  You?  '  ^°°K  ^'"^  '''  you,  my  boy," 
-  ridic'ulousT    Vo"  i"w'™^--^^  ^^^'"^'^  *° 


an-ti.-         ,  •'""  »"uuia  aevote 

°"  l^iv.  justified  your  attitude 


your  life  to 

fifteen  then. 

in   every  way. 
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Your  name  is  known  all  over  England,  you  wS  be 
in  Parliament  in  a  year,  you  are  absolutely  happy 
in  your  domestic  life.  Honoria  always  weeps  when 
she  comes  back  after  a  visit  to  you !  The  religious 
side  of  your  propaganda  means  nothing  to  me. 
But  how  sane  and  wise  a  propaganda  it  is !  I 
have  learnt  that  by  the  most  humiliating  and  heart- 
breaking experiances.  Al'  ray  hopes  were  centred 
in  Patrick.  The  fortune  I  have  accumulated,  the 
name  and  title  I  shall  probably  be  able  to  leave  him. 
his  mother's  family— all  these  I  regarded  as  things 
won  for  the  boy.  He  was  the  conscious  end  and  aim 
of  all  I  did.  Now,  in  middle  age,  almost  aU  hope 
has  gone  from  me.  I  am  that  pitiable  creature,  a 
man  of  active  brain,  hig;  position,  and  good  health 
who  is  without  an  object  in  Ufe.  I've  got  to  go  on 
without  a  reason 

'Our  acts,  our  angels  are  for  good  or  ill — 
'The  fatal  shadows  that  walk  by  us  stUl  I '" 

Roland  had  never  seen  his  uncle  so  moved  before. 
He  felt  a  profound  pity  for  him.  It  was  all  so 
drearily,  hopelessly  true.  Here  was  a  tembk- 
instance  of  the  way  in  which  God  and  Nature 
punished  those  who  interfered  with  the  law  of 
function,  which  is  the  Divine  law.  What  could  he 
say  to  comfort  Sir  Basil  ?  He  could  say  very  little. 
He  could  not  tell  him  of  the  one  true  Solace  of  all 
human  woe  and  trouble.  He  could  not  hold  up 
the  Crucifix  to  him.  Sir  Basil  would  not  have  under- 
stood or  appreciated.    It  was  too  late  now. 

"What  we  have  to  do,"  he  said,  after  a  little 
thought,  "  is  to  find  some  way  out  of  the  present 
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Honoria  think  '  "  ^^""^    '^°^    i^Jy 

ever  we  have  totalfZJrr*,'"''  '•  ^''-"- 
reproach  in  our  eyes  We  h  h"^  !'"''"  '^  =^  '"'""^ 
for  the  past   we  both'  .T        J'  ''^^^'"'^  ^=^^  °*««- 

leaotne  Or    Tr.,„'o  u     ,  type— 1  have  been 

■-^     I  innot  °,   "'"  "^"-""^  diseases  of 

'WrTsbe  d^  Jh'''"  ^"'  """""'-^  f°^  any- 
other  aTt^e^T"  "^^  "■■"  ^^'y  *°'»<1  °f  each 
,  jNeiaer   of  you   have   any   definite   plan    for 

*-^  toll  S^'t  i?t;"'H""*^^  <=«^-". 

^t   she   believed   that  everything 
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would  come  right  very  shortly.    She  said  that  if  we 
waited  a  Uttle  she  knew  of  some  mfiuence  that 
could  be  brought  to  bear  on  him,  a  wonderful  m- 
fluence.    Roland,  she  informed  me  in  all  serious- 
ness  that  some  epoch-making  event  was  gomg  to 
take  place  quite  shortly  which  would  alter  the  lives 
of  all  of  us.     A  new  Messiah,  as  far  as  I  could 
Bather!    Something  from  India  this  time.    There 
is  always  something  wonderful  and  new !    But  we 
stand  where  we  did.    Some  new  quack  «  always 
springing  up  with  a  fresh  gospel-generally  the 
gospel  of  grab,  by  the  way.    Your  aunt  assured  me 
that  this  time  she  had  got  hold  of  the  right  thmg. 
the  Truth.    I  have  heard  her  say  so  before.    1 
pointed   out   that    whatever   one's   private    views 
may  be,  the  Christian  religion  had  stood  the  test  of 
a  good  many  centuries  and  seemed  to  provide  all 
that   was  necessary   for  the   devotional  tempera- 
ment •     And    I    reminded    her    of    poor    Robert 
UeweDyn,  whom  I  knew  very  well,  and  of  his  endmg. 
You   will  remember  the  business,   it   must   have 
taken  place  when  you  were  at  Oxford     Llewellyn 
cot  into  financial  difficulties  and  was  bribed  by  a 
Jew  millionaire  to  forge  inscriptions  that  were  to 
overthrow  Christianity." 

"  Oh  I  remember  very  well,"  Roland  answered. 
"It  upset  things  at  Oxford  terribly.  People  stil 
refer  to  it  as  the  time  '  When  it  was  Dark  '-out  ol 
Genesis,  you  know."  .   .     ^    ,         a 

"  The  spirit  of  unrest  is  abroad,"  the  Judge  said, 
"  and  I  am  beginning  to  believe,  with  your  people, 
that  the  cause  is  not  far  to  seek.  I  do  not  see  this 
insane  pursuit  of  the  visionary  and  unattainable, 
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this  hunger  for  mental  sensation,  in  people  who 

^omratemity,  or  whatever  yon  call  it,  if  you  like 
Roland  and  ru  send  you  ten  pona^  T  won't 
wear  the   badge   though!    I'm   hanged   if   I   do 

Of  joyjMe  he  was  shaving  me  if  he  saw  the  thing." 

sawtrtTr^"''f^'^'=^^'"*-*-  R<"-d 
^7i^  u  ^^"^  "'^^  convinced.    Nothine  else 

il^     ^   5^*  '°™"  '^^^y  the  spiritual  side  of  the 

done.  Who  could  tell  ?  Each  day  the  secretarv 
was   confronted   with   some   startUng  i^^^^ 

h'vedZt'tr  °"  "  '""^  ™"^^  0^  -n.^"b:f 

burflt^K  ^'f  "T  "°*  ^l^-^  *^dow  of  a  doubt 

"S       ;?°'^  ^'^°'*  ^-^  ^"''^"g  for  them. 

Roland  thanked  his  uncle.    Then  he  said,  "Now 

•' Oh"'no^.  ll  't°  T""  ^''  •  ''  »>«  ^t  home  ?  " 
to  see'sm°;r/,  u^^  ^^^"''^''''^-  "  Honoria  likes 
wh/t  r ,,  '"""""^  '"^''^^  '°   the  house.    After 

tt:  himToT""^.''^^'  ^"""^  ""y  ^"- 1  <=« 
trust  h.m  to  be  with  us.  And  the  whole  environ- 
ment IS  too  enervating  and   luxurious    for    him 

time  until  I  can  think  of  what  to  do  with  him 
hes  supposed  to  be  reading  for  the  Bar.^  ' 

re^retfuUv^ '.  °'  ^""""^^f  '''"'■'  ^^^o."  Roland  said 
cThf-'  y°"  '^""^'^  ''^^e  '°<=ked  him  up  and 
cut  his  vices  out  of  him  with  a  ground  ash  It^a 
tremendous  pity  it  isn't  possible  fow     We  are Ich 
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ill 


a  soft  and  sentimental  lot  of  people.    Tiiink  of  Pat 
as  a  pupil  of  old  Roger  Ascham,  for  inst      1." 

"  He'd  have  been  a  scholar  and  a  gen  .nan  by 
now!  I've  thought  of  trying  him  foi  he  army, 
through  the  militia,  he'd  never  manage  bandhurat. 
If  only  we  could  have  a  good  war,  hke  the  Boer  war  ! 
He  might  get  a  commission  through  volunteering. 
Lots  of  fellows  did.  I  have  thought  of  buying  up 
some  of  his  debts  at  Oxford  and  having  him 
arrested  for  non-compliance  with  a  iu(^jment 
summons.  I'd  commit  him  for  contempt  of  court 
myself,  or  get  one  of  my  brethren  in  the  King's 
Bench  Court  to  uo  so.  A  month  in  HoUoway  would 
do  him  all  the  good  in  the  world.  He'd  begin  to 
sec  things  in  their  real  proportion  then.  He  doesn't 
understand  the  simplest  facts  about  Mfe  as  yet. 
I  think  that  he  would  be  more  ductile,  don't  you  ?  " 

"Now  I  think  that's  a  capital  idea,"  Roland 
said.  "  It  really  would  do  good.  It  wouldn't 
get  into  the  newspapers,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"Oh,  dear  me,  no.  That  could  easily  be 
arranged.  The  whole  thing  wouldn't  take  three 
minutes." 

"  It's  drastic,  but  it's  sound,"  Roland  said, 
delighted  with  the  scheme.  "  Quite  Shakespearean, 
too  !    And  what  would  come  afterwards  ?  " 

"  Oh,  a  choice  of  serious  application  or  a  passage 
to  New  Zealand  and  a  hundred  pounds  on  landing. 
Half  measures  are  no  use.  If  he  can't  pull  himself 
together  aow,  he  nevf-r  will.  But  I  think  the  shook 
of  a  few  weeks  in  prison— and  they  d\>n't  treat 
de'Diois  with  say  particular  cc-artesy  !— would  brii'.g 
about  the  desired  result !  " 
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and  it  must  be  remlmK  5  A  **  hopeless  now— 
Both  had  aLlrrs^7,Vut*  "''^  'J^''  *^*-'^- 
coffee  and  WmmelMhfy  "iLTd^L'n'  ''"  '"« 
pictures  of  the  vo„n»  n  *    ^  .1  ^""^  '^^^  verbal 

his  tin,  and  sweeSg',„?te  J'''^'  "r '^'''''« 
an.a„gp,  and  tertfied  heart     '^"'°"  ~""'°"  ^^'^ 

<iays?aLt  5  ^^4- trs^st^'  ''^ «-  *- 

ing."  the  Judge  said  "  r  ^.'^  """'^ '"^^^^t- 
your  aunt  hou'^h  ?„  anv  .T^"''^  '^"^  ^°^ 
culty.  Honorii  1  nc  ^  ^^  *''*  will  be  a  diffi- 
dear  ••  "^   ''"'   *   ^^^^   tender  heart,   poor 

wo^dLSiJar^th'r.  ""''''''■    '^°'-'' 
to  Bedford  P^k  '^' ^"''^^  ^-^  then  proceed 

t-edltoXe?S;:t^''^./"3f,r^-  they 
something  for  one  of  your 'children  ?  f '  *°  '''' 
confidence  in  you  and  v«n  ^  "'^^"'  ^  have  great 
^  a  man.  /havrlT,  '  f  T  y°"^*^"  *» 
you  know.  Before  I  t.t^  ^'^1  ^'^  °^  ""-ney. 
fifteen  thouslnda  year  an7U!^'  '  ^''  ^^™"5 
have  turned  out  exSn        ,^  "^  investments 

ironyof  thesratTonSneL"'"-  -^'"^'^  *»>« 
I  tell  you  what   IMl  dn     v^''="'""«'    Now 

enten^d'at  VViUlst  . 'y^u  t^u"  "1^  '*°'^""*  '^ 
school  in  England  I  ^aItJ  "'^-the  very  best 
oi  to  HarroT    NolTn  L    ''"*  ^^'  ^'^'^^  '"^t^ad 

1" -ji'-'«  ^7  - 1-,:  s^r^ -r- 
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and  the  interest  from  now  tUl  then,  to  help  pay  his 
Khool  fees.  Then  when  he  goes  to  Oxford  the 
thousand  will  pay  for  his  whole  time  there  and 
enable  him  to  live  decently.  Let  me  know  who 
your  soUcitors  are  and  Til  have  the  whole  thmg 
arranged.  I'll  speak  to  my  soUcitors  to-morrow. 
You  and  they  will  have  the  control  of  the  money. 

Roland  could  hardly  thank  him.    The  splendid 
and  generous  offer  meant  so  much.     He  and  l^r- 
trude  were  always  spending  long  evemngs  m  dis- 
cussing the  futures  of  the  happy  little  creatures 
that  God  and  Nature,  the  "  Vicar  of  God.     had 
eiven  them.    Husband  and  wife  built  many  CMtles 
in  the  air.  with  fond  and  gentle  hope.    The  problem 
bad   always  seemed   an  important  one   to  them. 
Roland  would  never  be  rich.    The  work  he  was 
doing  forbade  more  tlian  a  moderate  and  decent 
income.    If  he  cared  to  sacrifice  any  part  of  it  he 
could  become  weU-to-do  in   a  very   short   time. 
There    was   no    doubt    about    that.    His   proved 
abiUty  and  power  of  work  had  made  him  extremely 
valuable.    Sir  Michael  Manichoe— half-a-dozen  great 
folk— would  have  given  him  work  and  a  position 
that  would  place  him  far  above  financial  care  m  a 
moment.    But  Roland  was  a  man  vowed. 

This  offer  of  Sir  BasU's  altered  everything.  He 
couldn't  speak  much.  He  wrung  the  Judge's  hand. 
His  uncle  was  scarcely  less  moved.  It  had  not 
seemed  such  a  great  thing  to  him.  WeU  I  if  he  coiJd 
not  keep  his  own  son,  whom  he  loved,  he  would  do 
what  he  could  for  his  nephew's  son. 

For  never  had  he  felt  more  drawn  to  Roland 
than  now.    In  his  loneliness  and  misery  the  strong, 
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successful  man  was  glad  to  rest  for  a  moment  on 
the  other-to  comfort  himself  with  Roland's  rich 
sympathy. 

The  Judge  did  not  know  where  he  might  have 
found  a  greater  and  more  August  help.  His  eyes 
were  bhnded  stiU.  But.  it  is  possible,  that  he  was 
dra^mg  nearer  to  the  supreme  and  ultimate  truth 
of  Ufe  A  man  who  walks  with  God  as  Roland 
tned  to  do.  radiates  help  and  strength.    The  un- 

S**^  !J  «  ^"""^  ""'  P^  ^"""^^  °^  God.  come  to 
hmi,  and  find  a  famt  foretaste  of  the  comfort  that 

SvM    **'  *''*^  *"*  ^"*  ^^  experience  them- 
The  force  of  faith  is  like  an  electric  current   it 
passes  through  soul  to  soul,  as  the  electricity  f^om 
body  to  body. 

Pleased  wift  each  other,  happy  in  a  new  seal  of 
fnendship  and  communion.  Roland  and  the  brother 
of  Rolands  father  walked  towards  Coventry  Street 
and  Piccadilly  Circus. 

They  walked  towards  a  tragedy.  Neither  of 
tnem  knew  it.  imminent  as  it  was. 

"God  moves."  it  has  been  said" with  awe.  "in  a 
mysterious  way." 

fH^%^*^/"™^'^  °"*  °*  the  quieter  street  into 
the  fuU  glare  and  roar  of  the  great  pleasure- 
thoroughfare,  they  passed  by  a  smaU  and  "  fast  " 
restaurant. 

The  doors  had  just  opened,  and  a  commissionaire 
WM  helpmg  two  people  into  a  cab. 

=,«?"*  T  *  *°'°*"-  ^*>«  "^^  expensively  dressed 
and  m  the  worst  of  taste.  That  is  to  say.  that  no 
unprejudiced   observer    meeting    with   her   woJd 
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have  placed  her  mentally  as  anything  but  a  courtesan. 
She  wore  a  large  black  picture  hat,  which  shaded 
hair  which  was  dyed  yellow,  and  a  pretty,  impudent 
face. 

With  her  was  a  slim  and  good-looking  youth  in  a 
long  coat,  the  colour  of  wet  macadam.  His  hair 
was  jet  black  and  his  clean-shaved  face  wore  a 
certain  jaunty  recklessness  that  did  not  ill  become 
it.  It  was  an  inteUigent  face  and  one  that  would 
be  remarked  in  passing.  But  it  wore  an  expression 
of  defiancy  and  war.  One  would  have  said  that  the 
young  man  was  doing  wrong,  enjoyed  it,  knew  it, 
and  did  not  mean  to  stop  doing  it. 

It  was  Patrick  Speke,  who  had  a  large  share  of 
his  mother's  beauty,  the  beauty  of  the  Earls  of 
Erse  and  their  women-kind. 

Sir  Basil  saw  his  son  first.  He  had  imagined  him 
safe  in  Essex  with  his  tutor.  Now  he  saw  him  in 
the  centre  of  the  most  vicious  part  of  London, 
raking  hell  with  some  disreputable  girl  of  the  town. 
Sir  Basil's  face  was  suffused  with  blood.  A 
furious  anger  informed  it.  The  woman  had  just 
got  into  the  cab,  the  Judge  seized  his  son's  arm. 
Patrick  turned  round— the  sudden  throb  of  his 
heart  could  almost  be  heard.  He  saw  who  held 
him.  His  face  grew  pale  as  linen,  the  moisture 
dried  up  on  his  lips,  the  colour  seemed  to  pass  out 
of  his  eyes. 

Roland  never  forgot  that  picture  of  guilty  and 
abominable  fear. 

"  What  are  you  doing  here,  sir,  with  that— that 
person  ?  "  Sir  Basil  whispered. 
The  young  man  tried  to  speak  and  could  not. 
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He  shook  visibly.    The  pith  seemed  to  have  gone 

We  had  become  a  ghost,  a  caricature,  of  the  reck- 
beforf  ""'  boy  he  had  been  but  a  moS 

The  commissionaire  who  kept  the  door  of  the 
restaurant  had  been  on  duty  at  the  Law  Cour  s 
not  long  before  he  had  been  shifted  to  his  present 
work  by  the  officer  who  commands  the  corpsTn  U 
Strand  headquarters.  ' 

He  knew  Sir  Basil,  knew  who  he  was  at  least, 
happr        nnpassnx-Iy  to  see  what  was  going  to 

ag^fi:;^:;^'^^'^^^'^''^''-^-^'-  father; 

The  woman  in  the  liansom  leant  forward,  «.jn- 
dermg  why  her  cavalier  was  <     -,  delayed 

radiance  of  an  electric  arc,  which  made  it  look  even 
more  ghastly  than  it  really  was. 

uH  '5T''  ^""'^  °"  "»^  Pa^-«'"«"t  showing  a 

of  face.  '*°''''"^  ""^  "  ^"'^'^''"  gl'-i^^ 

but  he  found  himself  wondering  why  ladies  got  ou 
of  jabs  m  such  a  different  way  from  this 'sort  of 

The  girl  went  up  to  Sir  Basil  and  his  son. 

wasZ  ."^',^''^'''1  •  "  '^'  '^''^  '"  a  ^°i=«  that 
« as  not  entirely  unpleasing  i„  tone,  though  the 
Cockney  accent  was  very  marked.  ^ 

'^saU  right.    Don't  get  your  hair  up.    He's  got 
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friends  who'll  see  him  through.  Haven't  you, 
Kiddie?  Why,  his  father's  a  judge,  Sir  Basil 
bpeke !  Don't  you  worry.  His  lordship'll  settle 
tlie  claim." 

Anxiety  spread  itself  ov--    the  foohsh,  painted 
face.  ^ 

Patrick  Sp-ke  found  a  voice,  a  hoarse,  frightened, 
and  dull  voice  which  pulsated  like  a  drum  beaten 
under  a  blanket. 
"Shut  up,  BeUe,"  he  said.     "  This  is  my  father." 
The    girl    looked    thoroughly    frightened    for    a 
moment.    Then  her  native  instinct  returned,  the 
instmct  of  impudence,  the  lore  that  Gavroche  in 
Les  Mis^rables"  knew. 
Glad  to  meet  you,"  she  said.    "  It's  premature, 
but  it'll  do  now  as  well  as  any  other  time.    Pat 
and  I  are  on  our  honeymoon.    Thought  we  wouldn't 
go  out  of    town,  don't   you    know,  oof-bird   not 
having  spread  his  wings  much  lately.    We  were 
married  at  the  Holborn  Registry  three  days  ago  " 
The  Judge's  arm  fell  as  if  it  had  been  struck 
with  a  club.    The  flush  faded  out  of  his  face-in 
parts.    Here  and  there  it  remained  and  gave  his 
face  a  curiously  mottled  appearance. 
"  Is  this  true,  Patrick  ?  "  he  said. 
The  wretched  young  man  heard  a  note  of  doom 
m  his  father's  voice. 

"I— I  was  led  into  it,  father,"  he  said,  half 
whimpering. 
The  girl  turned  on  him. 

Her  arms  were  set  on  the  hips  of  her  perfectly- 
fitting  tailor-made  skirt. 

"  Ho  !  »  she  said.    "  That's  it,  is  it,  Twopence  ? 
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girl •'  '°''*''"P'  J^e  married  me.  a  pore 

?S:c:S.Sl-r'rning.atasce„e. 

"Now  then,"  he  said  n  d^5  ^'°"^  ^""^  P^^'^ment. 
tones.  •■  pass '  alonj  p  ^.r^  ""'"terested.  official 
please,  sir-you,  woman  r*"  1  •  "''°  *''«  <=»''. 
"bby;    off  you  go  °"'  ^'^^  ''""  '" Right. 

rS:l;tttr^^f-"'^i".  alone 
He  could  see  that  soL  P"^"^"";'"  strode  on 

oftheLeicesLtungTa^dhr  '?^  *'''°^"  °"t 

The  Judge  turned  ^rSlSriVrf'^**^- 

Wteen  years  older.    His  skin  t«  °^^'^  ''"'*« 

;at   resembled    unpothed   pelTer"  H  "T '"'"^ 

r  tJi^^^^  '''^"^^'^  -  ^^  the^Srwas":o;s;^ 

"rt?A"^v:^:,rR>,dow„  the  ^erb. 

Roland  helped  hi^iT\?°'^"'''"  *•«  ^^'d- 
apron.  ^**  '^  '"*°  ^he  cab  and  closed  the 

anJtr:;^Jt:,^-:i^of  and  spoke.    His  wan 
^th  a  smile  of  sto^^    T^^'^^y   illuminated 
"I  shan-t  forgeXontT.';"'^  "^^  ^^^^'y- 

7   ^Wll    arrangf  it  'Si    to  "'     '"'"''•"  '^'^  ^^'J- 
dear  lad."         ^  ^'^    to-morrow.    Good-night. 
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to  the  footman  "^  *''''"•  ^^'^^'ng  earnestly 
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"  Her  ladyship  was  called  for  half-an-hour  ago, 
Sir  Basil,"  the  man  answered.  "  It  was  something 
very  serious,  sir.  Two  carriages  came.  Mrs 
Verschmidt  and  Mr.  England  and  Dr.  Newton  was 
in  one." 

"  Serious  ?    What  do  you  mean  ?  " 
"  I  understand,  sir,  as  Mr.  Debendro  Nath  Tagore 
is  dying." 

The  Judge  looked  at  the  man  with  dull  eyes 
and  turned  away. 

The  footman  took  his  coat  and  hat,  and  he  began 
to  walk  towards  his  study. 

When  he  had  got  halfway  up  the  broad  flight  of 

stairs  that  led  to  the  upper  part  of  the  house  from 

the  hall,  the  butler's  words  penetrated  to  his  bram. 

So  Mr.  Debendro  Nath  Tagore  was  dying  I    And 

who  the  devil  was  Mr.  Debendro  Nath  Tagore  ? 

There  was  something  irresistibly  comic  in  the 
name  and  the  circumstance. 

He   stumbled   down   the    corridor   towards   his 
study,  feeling  the  walls  like  a  man  who  had  taken 
too  much  of  liquor. 
Poor  Debendro,  and  the  rest  of  it ! 
Wlio  the  devil  was  Debendro?    Why  was  he 
dying  ? 
Comic  wasn't  the  word  for  the  situation. 
...   He  began  to  be  shaken  by  convulsions 
of  horrid  laughter.  .  , 

The  servants  in  the  hall  below  heard  the  siiuster 
sound  and  looked  at  each  other  in  terror. 
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CHAPTER   r. 

THE    FALSE    DAW^J. 

It  was  ten  o'clock  at  night  in  Humphrey  England's 
great  hcaie. 

A  strange  hush  lay  over  the  place.  It  seemed 
empty  and  yet  expectant.  Throughout  the  whole 
mansion  all  the  doors  of  all  the  rooms  stood  wide 
open.  Each  room,  passage,  and  corridor  was  blazing 
with  light  and  absolutely  untenanted. 

AH  'he  servants  had  been  sent  away  for  the 
night  and  were  housed  at  a  hotel  in  Oxford  Street 
The  nch  dwelling  was  like  the  palace  of  the  sleepine 
beauty.    No  life  stirred  there. 

Humphrey  England  was  in  the  Indian  room 
He  was  the  only  living  person  in  the  house. 

^ow  and  then  he  heard  the  beat  of  horses'  feet 
as  a  carnage  roUed  through  Berkeley  Square  It 
was  the  only  near  sound. 

How  death-Uke  it  was!  He  went  out  uneasily 
into  the  wide  hall.  The  stairway  blazed  with 
eiectnc  light,  down  the  corridors  he  saw  vistas  of 
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open  doors  .ind  lighted  rooms.  He  looked  nervously 
about  him,  listening  iiitenliy. 

Once  he  thought  he  heard  a  noise  in  the  back  part 
of  the  house,  and  started  in  fear,  while  the  sweat 
sprang  out  upon  his  pallid  face  in  tiny  gleaming  beads. 

Once,  as  he  turned  quickly,  r  shadow  seemetl 
to  slip  cunningly  away  from  him  and  vanish. 

His  fear  grew  stronger  every  moment.  Ter-or 
lurked  in  the  great  house,  an  evil  j^resence  seemed 
to  have  come  into  it. 

He  longed  to  rush  to  the  front  door,  to  lling  it  open, 
to  shout  aloud  and  to  hear  human  voices  answer  him. 

Once  more  he  returned  to  the  Indian  room. 
He  walked  round  and  round  it,  smoking  a  cigarette. 
Every  now  and  again  he  looked  at  his  watch.  The 
hands  moved  very  slowly  towards  eleven  o'clock. 

The  facile  and  temperamentally  simple  nature 
of  the  yoimg  man  was  at  this  hour  strongly  startled 
and  moved. 

With  all  his  subtleties  of  pose  and  all  his  clever- 
ness, he  was  really  very  simple.  As  he  pace<l 
round  and  round  the  gaudy  Indian  room,  the  souml 
of  his  footsteps  hissed  on  the  grass  matting  with 
which  the  floor  was  covered.  As  he  passed  either 
of  the  two  open  doors  he  sheered  away  from  them 
instinctively  or  sent  a  frightened  glance  out  under 
the  archway.  It  was  as  though  he  feared  something 
would  spring  noiselessly  and  swiftly  at  him. 

With  each  crawling  minute  his  alarm  was  growing. 
He  could  hear  his  heart  beating  like  a  muffled  drum. 
His  throat  was  sick  with  a  thirst  that  no  drinking 
could  allay  and  he  had  the  sensation  of  having 
eaten  a  handful  of  dry  Hour. 
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»77 

b..«„ess-for  so  he  „rcrS  r"  ""  "'^"^'-^ 

much  tern,  or  aV;lorr  ''^""   "™  "-   '- 

H.S  conscience  had  ceased  to  be  his  Ruide    an,l 

had  become  his  acco.  iphce.  that  was  a  1  ^  ' 

an'°irae?idt  T:tr  IT'lU'^^"^  '■^"^''^^  -" 
i:»n^  sLorn,  ne  liad  a  consr  pnro     , 

m  anyone  who  is  confessinf?  -,  limil  V-  V  ^"'^"g« 
ment  But  fh^c  '^""'^^^'"S,^  limitation  of  tompera- 
crnfff  ^'^^^People  Aaw  consciences.  Thev 
can  offer  no  explanation   of  the   fact     H^r.^'!^ 

wil"  be  M     .       ""  '''^  '''•='  ^««"  able,  or  ever 
good  hfe,  unless  it  is  the  Christian  reason     All  nf  n 
thnstian  systems  of  philosophy  are  "Sal  Zh^"; 
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they  arc  based  upon  selfishness,  which  is  a  morn! 
flaw.  Occasions  are  alwaj's  rising  when  to  do  an 
evil  thing  would  be  pleasurable  and  expedient,  and 
would  not  apparently  harm  any  thing  or  creature. 
The  non-Christian  who  n-sists  the  temptation  does 
so  with  an  entire  lack  of  logic.  He  does  so,  in  (act, 
because  he  has  a  consciejice,  bee  u'se  the  God  he 
denies  has  put  tliis  une.xplainable  fad  into  him. 

Humphrey  England's  wisp  of  a  conscience  was 
working  in  him  now.  It  had  grown  larger,  liad 
become  an  almost  physical  thing,  and  was  pressing 
on  his  heart. 

"  Wliy,"  lie  thought  with  terrified  bittcrmss, 
"  oh,  why  did  I  ever  mix  myself  up  in  this  devilry  ? 
It  must  be  that !  If  this  man — or,  rather,  tlie  man 
that  was,  and  whom  I  saw  die  with  my  own  eyes, 
saw  cut  open  by  a  doctor  in  my  greed  for  a  new 
sensation,  beast  that  I  have  been— if  this  dead  thing 
does  come  to  lilc  to-night,  it  will  be  devilish  !  And 
something  speaks  within  nic  and  tells  me  that  tliis 
incredible  and  monstrous  thing  mil  happen.  The 
house  is  full  of  silent  presences,  horror  lies  over  it  like 
a  pall.  Why  did  I  ever  promise  to  stay  here  alone 
till  the  rest  came  ?  " 

Whish,  whish,  whish,  whish—a.  beastly  sound  his 
pumps  made  on  the  matting.  Wasn't  that  someone 
laughing  to  himself,  to  itself,  far  away  in  the  upjier 
part  of  the  house  ?  The  idol  on  the  bracket  there, 
the  image  of  Shiva— the  dead  Debendro  had  always 
said  "  Shiv'  "—had  suddenly  taken  an  expression  of 
astonishing  malignity.  Five  minutes  more,  only  five 
minutes  more — they  promised  to  be  punctual  .... 
It  was  getting  quite  clear  and  plain  to  him  now. 


I'l 


THE  FALSE  DAWN.  270 

This  Indian  magic  and  devilry  was  a  fearful  tl.ipR. 
One  tam|H:red  w.tli  it  and  unloosed  secrets  and 
personalities  that  had  sinister  pow.  over  tie 
liearts  and  destinies  of  men 

r„!!^l!  T'.'V""': '^'"^ '"  ***•  *^'^'«  »'  th«  Viati- 
cum-he had  bought  the  scrvicc-book  at  Christie's 
because  of  the   wonderful  .P    nination-wl.at   L 

ro.^  Z  7?  r'*r  ^^'  biven-"  Defend  hu„ 
from  the  durts  of  evil  spirits."     Yes.  that  was  it 

rJr^A  A-^^"^  ''"'*  «'"*  *"  "«=  unbalanced, 
morbid,  and  imagmative  mind  of  the  yo.-ng  man 
He  knew,  or  behoved,  that  he  was  peeri  behind 
the  veil  which  hangs  for  ever  between  ..e  liv  "g 
and  the  dead.    He  believed,  with  a  growing  con^ 

ction  that  parched  his  throat  and  seemed  to  turn 

he  blood  in  his  veins  to  frozen  pencils  of  crimson 

ice    Humphrey   England's   colour-sense   was   weU 

developed)  that  he  was  doing  aU  this  with  evil  and 

mahgn  assistance. 

The  smooth  face  of  the  watcher  grew  wrinkled,  the 
permanent  youth  that  always  seemed  its  unaUenable 
property  was  no  longer  a  feature  of  the  countenance. 

degradation  of  fear  that  came  over  the  young  man 
the  enormous  grotesqueness  of  the  whole  occasion 
would  have  filled  the  observer  with  amazement 
fhe  owner  of  this  house  had  consciously  lived  and 
endeavoured  to  live  a  life  that  was  bizarre  and 
grotesque.  He  was  paying  the  penalty  now. 
bpll,".;  1  f  ^^'-y  ^"d  indistinct  sound  of  chiming 
beUs  stole  along  the  silk-hung  corridors  and  reached 

ilnT   '"/'''   ^"''*^"   '°°'"-    These   soft   and 
distant  sounds  came  from  the  great  clock  in  the 
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hall  which  Varnier  et  Cie  had  made  for  Humphrey. 
They  exactly  reproduced  the  music  (A  the  ancient 
carillon  at  Bruges. 

England  stopped  in  his  haunted  progress  round 
the  room.  His  drawn  and  pallid  face  was  hfted  in 
strained  attention.  One  ear  actually  twitched  like 
a  dog's  ear. 

He  did  not  know  that  his  car  had  twitched,  but 
he  felt  a  discomfort.  He  raiwd  his  hand  mechani- 
cally to  his  ear,  as  though  to  brush  away  some  insect 
which  had  settled  there. 

Yes  I  At  last  it  was  eleven  o'clock.  The  chimes 
shivered  into  silence,  and  the  hour  was  beaten  out 
upon  the  deep-voiced  tenor  bell. 

Almost  simultaneously  with  the  death  of  the 
final  vibration,  there  came  a  thunder  of  knocking 
at  the  front  door  of  the  house. 

England  hopped  away  from  the  ground  at  the 
noise.  Then  his  nerves  recovered  a  measure  of 
tone,  and  he  ran  hurriedly  down  the  corridor  into 
the  hall,  and  unbarred  the  door. 

Physically,  he  was  still  wrecked  by  the  silent 
hours  of  waiting.  Mentally,  the  flood  of  rehef  was 
so  great  that  he  felt  almost  joyous.  It  was  as  though 
he  were  welcoming  guests  and  relatives  to  a  ball ! 
Outside  in  the  square  he  saw  that  six  or  seven 
carriages  were  drawn  up.  The  horses  were  stamp- 
ing in  the  exhilaration  of  the  keen  and  frosty  night 
air,  the  silver  harness  jingled. 

England  was  running  down  the  steps  in  glee, 
when  the  demeanour  of  the  first  party  that  alighted 
chilled  him  once  more.  It  recalled  him  to  the  mys- 
terious business  in  hand. 


THE  FALSE  DAWN.  jSi 

schm?/f  "t"°"^  ^^^^^  descended  with  Mrs.  Ver- 
DhrTv  F  .^^"P''"^'"^"  were  with  tliem.  Hum- 
phrey England  knew  neither  of  them 

V,r  ♦t'^^  ^"°"?  introduced  them  hurriedly.    "My 

Sey""™^'"^'"  ^^^  ^^''''   "^"'^  tl^^  «  M^ 

joumS''^  "'°°''  '''"^'  ^"'^  ^"^'^  E««  ^''d  the 

a.e"e  st'l'h'*  '''•  "^'"if "  *^^**°"  ''^'J  '"^'^t-d that 

,n!  fi?  .       u  '"""^  independent  witnesses  of  any- 

^nng  that  might  occur-people  who  were  not  in  Udy 

have°r  .f '  "i  ""'  P^°P'^  ^hose  evidence  sho^d 
have  weight,  and  people  who  would  pledge  themselve. 

Ladrnr"  P""""'°"  "^^  ^'^•«'  * '-  to  speak: 
J-ady  Honona's  carnage  drove  away.    She  had 
given  1,0  orders  for  its  return 

Restion^S  ""^  '""'"^'^'  ^*  ^^-  Newton's  sug- 
gestion, that  the  men  at  his  own  mews  shonlH 

tZTonTdt  '1'  ^^^  =^"  "■^''*-     They^ote 

The  first  four  guests  came  into  the  great  silent 
haU  with  its  brilliant  illumination 
Emily  Verschmidt  looked  pale  and  weary     Her 

had  httf  ?^i''°"?'!*  '^^'  the  anxiety  and  tension 
had  htUe  to  do  with  the  occasion  of  the  moment 

o" LranTf  7.'°  ^  *^°"^^*^  ^"^  attitudes  i 

she  hi  "  'nterests  with  her,  rather  than  that 

she  had  come  to  seek  interest  in  Berkeley  Square. 

ne«  Ic        "*  r'  ^^^"S***-    H«^  "'^ture  loveli- 
ness was  more  than  "drawn."    It  was  haggard. 
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Her  eyes  were  wUd.  Her  fingers  hung  limply  from 
her  hand,  and  the  hand  itself  was  not  steady.  She 
had  the  aspect  that  Rizpah  must  have  worn. 

Lord  Erse  stood  a  little  apart  talking  to  Mr. 
O'Malley,  the  celebrated  journalist  and  editor,  the 
member  of  Parliament  for  an  Irish  division  of 
Liverpool. 

The  earl  was  a  slim,  dark,  and  quiet  man,  who 
loved  and  had  long  since  given  up  the  attempt 
to  understand  his  sister.  He  was  a  Roman  Catholic, 
though  singularly  broad-minded,  and  lived  a 
Christian,  unemotional,  and  gentlemanly  life  on  his 
own  estate. 

O'Malley  was  a  big,  handsome,  and  exuberant 
Celt,  grey-haired,  grey-moustached,  and  with  bril- 
hant  eyes. 

"  Rather  queer,  isn't  it  ?  "  Lord  Erse  whispered, 
looking  round  the  big  empty  hall. 

"Delightfully  ghostly,"  the  journalist  answered. 
"  Quite  the  appropriate  setting,  don't  you  think  ? 
Will  anything  happen  ?  " 

"Of  course  it  won't,  my  dear  man,"  the  earl 

answered.    "  The  whole  thing  is  humbug— must  be." 

"  Well,  I  think  so,  too.    Humbug  isn't  quite  the 

word,  though.    I  mean  that  all  these  good  people 

are  genuinely  expectant  of  something." 

"  You're  a  fellow  who  weighs  his  words  because 
he  prints  them,"  said  Lord  Erse.  "  No,  it's  not 
humbug,  I  suppose.  Mania  would  be  the  better 
word,  don't  you  think  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  that  will  do.  Still,  Lord  Erse,  it's  very 
interesting.  I'm  not  sorry  that  I  was  asked  as  a 
layman  in  this  extraordinary  business." 
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nnH  '  J  T  '^*'*"'  O'Malley.  To  have  to  go 
and  watch  that  fine-looking  old  chap  die.  and 
struggle  to  say  something,  wasn't  a  very  peasant 

"  Well  I  had  to,  in  a  sort  of  way.    In  the  remote 

"Vw  x^f''*™  '"'■"'^'^  °"  •*'  in  fact." 

That  fellow  is  a  regular  member  of  the  gans 

hough,  .sn't  he  ?  "the  earl  asked.    "  I  asked  BasU 

about    him-my    brother-in-law,    you    know-and 

from  what  he  said  I  gathered  that  Lady  Honoria 

and  this  doctor  feUow  were  as  thick  as  ttievL." 

O'M^r  '°  °  \^  ^"^  P°''"''^  fr*'"'.  though," 
OMalley  answered.  "There  is  no  doubt  thlt 
Debendro  .s  dead.     And  then,  also.  Doctor  Lay^on 

jZ  ''J^u  ""^"^'^  *°  "^^'P-     H-'s  here  now 

I  see-over  by  that  big  clock.    I  suppose  he's  sworn 

should  be  required,  it  would  be  quite  conclusive  " 
the  h^  t*«nty-fo"r  or  five  people  had  now  entered 

Humphrey  England  barred  the  door  again 
He  was  acting  upon  strict  instructions  and  a 
delinite  plan  throughout  the  night. 

the  h!.!^*"''  °^  !^  ^''*'  "^^^  ^^^  ^^^  ^iJ^ntly  into 
he  hall  were  all  very  grave.    Greetings  were  made 

rnlow  voices.    There  was  none  of  the  small  talk  of 
a  social  meeting. 
>Umost  every  member  of  the  party  was  well  known 

cultured  set  was  strongly  represented,  and  already 
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there  was  a  thrill  and  pulsation  in  the  very  air. 
All  felt  that  this  night,  in  some  way  or  other,  was 
very  different  from  anything  that  had  occurred  in 
the  past.  This  was  no  spiritualistic  stance  or 
thought-transference  experiment.  None  of  the 
usual  psychical  catch-words  had  been  used,  none  of 
the  cant  of  theosophy.  Here  was  something 
utterly  new,  something  with  a  promised  element 
of  marvel  that  transcended  all  the  old  worn-out 
fashions  and  tricks. 

The  man  who  had  died  was  really  dead.  There 
was  no  doubt  about  that.  Nearly  all  of  them  had 
seen  him  and  spoken  with  him  when  he  was  alive, 
had  heard  him  assert  his  claim  to  a  vast  knowledge 
and  control  of  natural  forces,  had  listened  to  his 
statement  that  in  his  keeping  was  the  lost  book  of 
the  Vadantic  wisdom.  Many  of  those  now  present 
had  stood  by  the  bed  and  seen  the  teacher  pass 
away.  Others  had  been  at  the  crematoriimi  and 
had  seen  the  body  in  its  shell  but  one  moment 
before  it  slid  into  the  fumare  chamber. 

And  now— what  would  happen  ?  No  one  could  say. 

Humphrey  England  went  among  his  guests  and 
in  a  low  voice  asked  them  to  follow  him.  Coats 
and  wraps  were  thrown  down  in  the  hall.  There 
were  no  obsequious  servants  to  remove  them. 

"  Isn't  it  strange,  dear  ?  "  Lady  Honoria  said  to 
Emily  Verschmidt.  "The  house  is  quite  empty. 
All  the  servants  have  been  sent  away.  All  the  doors 
are  open  and  the  rooms  lit  as  though  for  a  party." 

"  I  am  beginning  to  feel  that  very  ciuious  influ- 
ences are  in  the  house  to-night,"  Emily  answered 
in  a  whisper.     "  I  wish  I  had  not  come.     I  do  not 
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feel  M^n  enough    reaUy.    Do  you  think  anything 
wiU  happen,  can  happen  ?  "  «"'j'"ung 

,  ,"  f  ,^*^«  that  something  very  awful  and  wonder. 
M  w,U  happen."  Lady  Honoria  Answered     "TS 
know  why  but  I  do.    Oh,  Emily,  if  it  is  all  T^e 
think  of  what  we  shaU  know.    Think  of  the  powe; 

iT  JT''^*  *°  ^*  *^  "°°''«''  things  of  lifXglt 
If  death  ceases  to  be.  then  time  ceases  also.  Dr 
Newton  told  me  wmething  of  it.  He  told  me  what 
Debendro  claimed.  Debendro  said  that  evente  do 
not  move  at  aU.  They  are  always  existerlS 
past  and  future.  He  says  that  m  arrivTi  S^ 
and  ,t  B  not  they  which  ait  happeninTl  " 

The  Mmpany  had  now  come  into  the  Indian 
room.  Few  of  them  had  seen  it  before.  To  most 
■t  appeared  as  a  specially  prepared  temple  for 
whatever  was  to  happen  that  night.  ^ 

England  held  a  sheet  of  paper  in  a  hand  that 

TselTcTk^t.^  ''^-  ---  -'  -*^ 

woS.  '"''**  '^""'^  "^'^  ^*"  ^  •>«  ^id  the  last 

There  was  a  responsive   tremor  aU  round  the 

strange  Eastern  room.  * 

Emily  Verschmidt  had  been  thinking  over  Ladv 

^-ertorers^iiiySnrJhrughtr- 
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a  plane  higher  than  the  normal.  The  possibility  was 
fantastic  enough  to  interest  a  mind  which  had  a 
curious  twist  in  it,  a  bias  in  favour  of  the  daring 

in  speculation 

"  Events  may  be  in  s<me  sense  existent  always, 
both  past  and  future,  and  it  may  be  we  who  are 
arriving  at  them,  not  they  which  ai<.  happening." 

Yes !  it  opened  vistas  of  possibilities — it  was  a 
delightful  theory.  Her  tired  and  beautiful  face  grew 
animated.  It  was  still  very  weary,  though.  She  for- 
got where  she  was  and  why  she  was  there.  She  was 
interested  in  the  emotion  of  her  momentary  thought. 

"  Why  !  Honoria,"  she  said,  "  if  that  could  be 
true,  if  we  could  get  into  the  dimension  when  one 
could  not  only  understand  it  but  also  experience  it 
— why,  then  one  could  correct  all  one's  mistakes— 
couldn't  one  ?    How  utterly  splendid  !  " 

Lady  Honoria  looked  at  her  friend.  Her  face 
became  a  lovely  wedge  of  excitement  and  enihusiasm 
at  the  words. 

"  Ah  I  you  see  it !  "  she  whispered.  "  Yes  !  that 
is  the  great  secret.  If  Debendro  returns  to  us  to- 
night, if  only  he  returns  to  us  !  then  we  shall  learn 
the  mysterious.  We  shall  be  full  of  power  to  alter 
and  correct  the  past." 

Lady  Honoria's  words  were  strained  and  intense. 
They  were  hissed  rather  than  whispered.  Emily 
saw  that  her  friend  was  caught  and  held  by  a  powei- 
ful  nerve  storm. 

"  Hush,  dear,"  she  said.  "  Don't  be  too  hopeful. 
We  will  wait  and  see." 

"  I  can't  help  hoping,"  Lady  Honoria  answered. 
"  I  feel  sure  that  some  revelation  will  be  given  to  us 


THE  FALSE  DAWN. 


287 


to-n.|ht  EmUy.    It  ««s/ and  sA«// be  given  !    Mv 
boy  Pat  IS  in  a  frightful  hole.    If  this  comes,  then    ! 

Her  eyes  were  glaring,  she  had  a  wild  aspect. 

J.-S.  Verschnudt  endeavoured  to  calm  her. 

Mr    OMalley  who  sat  near,  had  been  watching 

aad  capable  bram.  He  turned  to  impart  it  to  h"! 
compamon  who  sat  next  to  him.  Then,  in  the 
article  of  speech,  he  remembered  that  Lord  Erse 
was  a  brother  to  this  beautiful  woman,  who  iemed 
0  near  that  red  Rubicon  where  what  4  calll^S 
mats       '"  *''  "^"P""^^"^  •^•'^Se  that  isS 

irfnVfJ'**  "f  ™*"/  Humphrey  England  came  walking 
into  the  centre  of  the  room.l 

He  raised  a  hand,  and  there  was  silence. 

fhJ  "  "r.  ''^^"P^*  ^'^^^"•"  he  said  in  a  voice 
that  was,  at  last,  controlled  to  some  sort  of  order 

late  LX  ?.T"i  '°"'°''"*'  ^^^  directions  of  our 
late  teacher,  Debendro  Nath  Tagore,  have  been 
earned  out  with  great  exactitude^  I  hold  in  mj 
hand  a  paper  of  instructions  which  Dr.  Ninian 
Newton  has  handed  to  me--^  they  were  given  to 
bm  by  our  master,  who  is  dead,    ill  theseSruc" 

wefe'fixT'*-  J^"  'r  °^  '^^^y°"«  ^  the  room 
were  fixed  on  him  with  intense  interest 

sent  out"!?/;!  ^l  •=°"""'J3d,  "  all  the  servants  were 
S  alone  W^Tf-u  ^°'  *^°  ^°^''  I  have  been 
had  ,  ,K  ;,^  ^^^*  ^  ^''^  experienced  "-his  voice 
had  a  shudder  m  it-"  I  cannot  tell  you  now  At 
eleven,  according  to  the  arrangementsVade  Lore 
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hand,  you  all  arrived  here.  In  another  fifteen 
minutes  Dr.  Ninian  Newton,  whom  all  of  you  know, 
will  come  bringing  with  him  the  ashes  of  our  dead 
friend  and  teacher  in  a  sealed  urn  exactly  as  he 
received  them  from  the  people  at  Woking.  The 
casket  containing  them  has  never  left  his  safe. 
Only  one  thing  remains  to  be  done."  He  glanced 
at  the  paper.  "  Will  two  of  you  go  out  into  the 
corridor  ?  In  the  room  to  the  right  of  this  you 
will  find  a  small  tripod  table  with  a  Sanscrit  sen- 
tence from  the  Brahma  Dharva  painted  upon  it. 
This  should  be  brought  in  and  placed  in  the  centre 
of  us.  Lord  Erse,  would  you  mind  ? — and  perhaps 
Mr.  O'MaUey  ?  " 

The  two  men  went  out  through  the  open  doorwa> , 
ever  which  some  Tussore-silk  citftains  had  fallen. 

They  brought  back  the  table. 

The  distant  carrillon  in  the  hall  chimed  fifteen 
minutes  before  midnight.  Once  more  the  chimes 
died  away,  and  as  the  guests  listened  with  strained 
attention,  they  heard  a  beating  upon  the  hall  door. 

"  Will  one  of  you  go  and  let  Dr.  Newton  in  ? " 
England  said  suddenly.  Emily  Verschmidt  lose 
from  her  place.  "  I  will  go,"  she  said  in  an  odd 
voice.    "  I  will  go  and  let  him  in.    I  am  not  afraid." 

Lady  Honoria  gave  her  a  quick  glance.  It  was 
almost  as  though  the  two  women  had  some  private 
understanding. 

Then,  with  her  peculiar  gliding  walk,  the  million- 
aire's wife  left  the  room. 

The  silken  curtains  fell  behind  her  with  a  soft 
swish. 

And  now  a  death-like  silence  fell  over  the  twenty- 
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five  people  in  the  Indian  room.    Tney  sat  waitinir 
and  there  was  no  movement  among  them     Everv' 

No  one  heard  a  sound  when,  quite  suddenlv  »nH 
unexpectedly,   the  curtains  y,e^  torn  Sde'^  Dr 

krge  urn  or  vase,  more  than  two  feet  hkh    ^ 
Verschmidt  followed  him.  *  " 

Some  instinct,  some  thriU.  animated  everyone 
With  a  single,  concerted  movement  they  ro^  W 
heir  seats  and  stood  in  respect  to  3  revere" 
for  the  contents  of  that  which  the  Docto^  W^ 

Ne  ^on  set  down  his  burden  upon  the  triwd  tLh 
he  turned  towards  the  assembM  peopKeryone 
aw  Witt  an  added  horror,  that  th^  m^.,  fl^c^^^' 
'    d.    fts  eyes  glanced  hither  and  thither.  uT^t 

And  at  that,  and  in  the  sudden  presence  cfthl 
urn  with  its  strange  contents,  mefrnd  ^omen 
sank  once  more  upon  their  seats,  and  a  univeVs^ 

£;e'&^  •^^^  ''''■  --  *°  ^h«  Painted":^^ 

begt^^tT'"^'^°"^'''^"'^"P-^'>—    He 
fril?'?  have  come  together."  he  said,  "  to  make  a 

oniHn  *,  "'^*  '^^  r"-"  *^ken  place  in  the  history 

fit™  Sn^  '''''•  ^"  "'^  ^''^'^^t  imaginations  of 
he  on  nothing  more  startling,  nothing  more  appar- 
nt ly  subversive  of  known  law  hasevef  been  w^ftLT 

Vaiw""  °/,^'^"  ^"^'^  'Strange  CaseT/Mr: 
ValUemar,    or  the  g„m  allegory  of  Robert  Louis 
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Stevenson's  'Dr.  Jckyll  and  Mr.  Hyde,*  there  is 
nothing  that  seems  so  impossible  in  the  realms  of 
psychical  phenomena  as  what  we  have  come  here 
to  witness — I  should  say  in  the  hope  of  witnessing. 
Speaking  to  you  as  a  scientific  man,  I  tell  you  with 
quiet  certainty  that  what  we  have  been  led  to 
suppose  will  happen  to-night  seems  to  me  an  im- 
possibility. The  scientific  fact  of  death  has  been 
well  defined  by  scientists  as  a  '  cessation  of  corres- 
pondence with  envirrnment.'  And  I  know  of  no 
organic  cessation  of  oorrespondence  with  environ- 
ment that  has  ever  fully  resumed  its  correspondance. 
But  perhaps  there  are  things  above  the  laws  of 
nature  as  we  understand  them  and  have  classified 
them.  It  may  be  that  discoveries  can  be  made 
in  the  spiritu'"'.  world,  just  as  they  are  daily  being 
made  in  the  material  world.  The  nature  and  pro- 
perties of  Matter  which  we  imagip^d  were  so  surely 
defined  fifty  years  ago,  are  now  being  revised  each 
day  by  the  savants.  Thus,  speaking  as  a  doctor, 
and  speaking  to  you  under  the  pledge  you  have 
given  of  your  absolute  secrecy  in  this  matter,  I 
confess  that  I  am  entirely  sceptical  that  anything 
which  transcends  the  limit  of  ordinary  experience 
will  happen  to-night. 

"  But  we  have  all  two  sides  to  our  natures,  just 
as  we  have  two  facets  in  that  jewel  we  call  the 
brain.  I  will  say  to  you  that  I  have  been  pro- 
foundly stirred  and  moved  by  the  teachings  of  the 
man  we  have  known  as  Debendro  Nath  Tagore, 
whose  mortal  remains  lie  within  tliis  urn  by  my  side. 
1  have  been  privileged  to  penetrate  further  into  the 
occult  wisdom  of  the  Vedas,  to  which  he  holds  the 
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that  in  a  few  minuses  w  a  e  airr^'  '^''''' 
revelation  before  which  all  th.M  ^  "S'  '"^  *««  » 
pale  and  wither  wt  Ir^no^' ^°"' '^'°^'' •""^' 
triumph  of  spirit  over  nat^r/Vr''  '°  ^«  the 

them.  ^*^*"y  °^  "^t^^est  that  possessed 
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"  I'm  getting  that  way  myself,  'pon  my  soul," 
Lady    Honoria's    brother    answered.    "Too    real, 
'his  i— too  real  altogether.    1  don't  like  it  a  bit.' 
MaUey." 

The  eyes  of  the  rigid  watchers  round  the  wall  were 
fixed  "pon  the  grrat  urn.  Emily  Verschmidt's  hand 
stole  into  that  of  Lady  Honoria. 

Dr.  Ninian  Newton  half  rose  from  his  chair,  and 
then  sank  back  again  with  a  groan. 

Humpiircy  England  ran  over  to  him  and  helped 
him  up,    There  was  a  low  murmur  between  the  two. 
Then,  leaning  on  England's  arm,  Newton  went 
once  more  towards  the  table. 

A  woman  gave  a  short,  half  strangled  cry  of 
hysteria,  which  cut  into  the  consciousness  of  every- 
one like  a  knife. 
The  Doctor  began  to  read  from  a  scrap  of  paper. 
"We  are  to  kneel,"  he  said,  "in  honour  of  the 
One  Who  has  no  second.    We  are  to  kneel  and 
praj-  that  this  night  may  be  the  night  on  whicli 
the  Brahmo  Somaj  may  spring  up  in  England  and 
sweep  away  all  false  religious.    While  we  pray,  in 
darkness,  because  our  eyes  could  not  bear  the  awful 
sight  of  what  we  believe  will  take  place,  while  we 
pray,  our  teacher  and  master,  Debendro  Nath  Tagore 
promises  to  return  to  us  from  the  other  world,  to 
return  to  us  having  vanquished  death,  to  return 
aad  lead  us  also  into  the  sanctuary  of  wisdom  and 
knowledge!    Please  kneel." 

They  all  knelt,  save  only  two  people.    These  were 
the  Earl  of  Erse  and  his  companion,  Mr.  O'Malley. 
Both  these  men  were  open  and  confessed  members 
of  the  Roman  Church.    They  worshipped  Father, 
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_tn«-  ""'"8  ""^  "«>  drink  " 

wracked  foob  wert  t,L'^  ""*'' "^^'  ^^ese  nerve'^ 
booming  hypnSd  ST  *''"*.  *'''*  '^P'^^'V 
selfish  hope  uVon  the  «^  ^l  f"'*  ^^^  with 
a  Christian  geian  Tn  "H'^u  ''^''^  '^'  «''«  of 
fight  and  steuggL  o?  hfe  S  '7'"'  ''™^^«  •"  the 
and  prayer.        ^  '^"^  "^^^  fortitude,  devotion 

The  lights  faded  awav     T!,»     i,-. 
the  electricity  went  out  an^^     "''i'**  '^'^'"ce  of 

f  and  gloLg  Lite  ii°' .'  ''''  '''''''^  the 
glowed  dimly  "-""ents  in  the  vacuum  bulbs 

Jo^nrdiToVT"^^'^''^-'^- 

the  doctor  we«  f^W^ovS'tJe"^  T''''^  *"«"»  "^ 
>mtU  they  found  aTi^y  I'je    ^v"^"""  °^  *he  u™ 

^'"^•^---ed^iSl^r^baXw; 
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being  thrust  through  the  alabaster  to  meet  the 
copper  connection  within. 

No  one  knew  that  cunning  and  impious  hands  had 
mingled  explosive  powder  with  the  ashes,  that  the 
urn,  sealed  with  three  seals,  contained  more  than 
the  remains  of  a  dead  man. 

The  "lOul  of  the  tlead  soldier  might,  perhaps,  have 
know,  vhat  these  unhappy  and  wretched  confeder- 
ates were  doing  to  the  ashes  of  the  shell  that  had 
held  it.  Who  can  say  ?  We  may  imagine  that  if 
Colonel  Mordaunt  knew  he  would  have  been  filled 
with  pity.  He  would  feel  pity  because  he  knew 
Love  now,  he  would  feel  no  sorrow  or  alarm,  because 
those  who  have  recited  the  Creed  in  this  world, 
and  those  who  still  recite  it  in  the  next  know  that 
"  the  Resurrection  of  the  body  "  is  a  fact  that  no 
impious  or  meddling  hands  can  alter. 

..."  There  is  a  natural  body  and  a  spiritual 
body." 

The  voice  of  the  doctor  began  to  quaver  through 
the  dark. 

He  seemed  to  be  reciting  some  formula  or  prayer. 
It  was  said  in  a  language  that  no  one  knew. 

In  the  dark,  hands  were  outstretched  till  they  met 
others. 

People  began  to  touch  each  other  for  comfort. 

The  room  seemed  to  have  become  icy  cold.  All 
the  warmth,  the  atmosphere  of  inhabitation,  had 
gone  from  it  in  a  sudden  moment. 

No  one  could  see  the  lurking  figure  in  the  corridor, 
in  its  long  black  robe.  No  one  could  have  heard  the 
soft  "  click  "  of  the  oiled  key  as  it  was  inserted  in 
the  latch  of  the  distant  door  in  the  hall,  no  one 
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could  know  of  the  hand  which  was  working  the 

rtTetdirn^tr ''-'  "'^^-^'^  --'"  ^'^  --'-- 

Certainly  no  one  could  have  estimated  the  scenic 
cunnmg  of  Dr.  Ninian  Newton,  and  the  completed"  s 
with  which  that  remarkable  scoundrel  had  arranged 

Emily  Verschmidt  began  to  sob  loudly  and  more 

her  control,  and  became  horrible.      She  began  to 
scrc3.rii. 

Only  Lady  Honoria  and  Doctor  Ninian  Newton 
knew  why  her  nerves  were  wrecked  so  utterly 
though  perhaps  Mr.  Verschmidt.  now  in  Paris  and 
consultmg  with  the  French  branch  of  the  RothscS 
house  m.ght  have  explained  this  sudden  surrender 
to  the  terror  of  environment  had  he  been  aware  of  it 

In  the  impenetrable  dark  the  hoarse  scrcaminR 
of  the  woman  was  detestable.    The  icy  wind  that 
began  to  blow  through  the  room  and'^lifTsfrand 
of  hair  from  heads  that  were  bowed,  the  disgusting 

iSjTi  ^^'^^  ''^°"^  *^^t  fi"«d  the  placp^ 
these,  all  these,  were  frightful. 

Almost  everyone  was  beginning  to  rise.  Th. 
tension  was  too  great 

plosion.^*"""'  ""^  ^  "^^'  ^^''^  °^  "s'''-^«  «- 

Jtf',,^  ""  ''"^'^^"  '"°'"'"*'  ""=  '■°°m  was  filled 

out     he  pitchy  darkness  seemed  to  leap  away  with 
a  clatter  and  a  shout.  ^ 

sta?dLl"T.r^  T  *°"'""^-    ^  '^'  P^°P«=  were 
standmg,  falhng,  leaning  on  each  other,  swoouing. 
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Every  eye  was  full  of  physical  pain  from  the 
swift  alternation  of  dark  and  light.  But  through 
the  streaming  salt  the  people  saw — this. 

They  saw  that  the  green  and  vermilion  matting 
was  strewn  with  jagged  fragments  of  alabaster. 

They  saw  a  tall  figure  standing  among  the  ruin. 
A  tidl  figure  in  a  long  black  vestment. 

The  arms  were  outstretch  d,  the  eyes  blazed 
with  joy,  the  face  was  radiant. 

A  vibrant  and  tender  voice  shook  out  into  the  room. 

"  Sisters  !  Brothers  !  "  it  said,  "  I  have  come 
back  to  you.    There  is  no  death  !  " 

They  rushed  up  to  the  radiant  figure — to  touch 
and  handle  it. 

Hardly  anyone  saw  a  shocking  and  abominable 
sight    .    .    . 

Lady  Honoria,  the  judge's  wife,  the  earl's  daughter 
and  sister,  the  intellectual  woman,  was  down  on  all 
fours.  She  was  crawling  away  towards  the  door 
of  the  room.  Her  face  was  turned  towards  the 
central  figure,  her  mouth  wore  a  cunning  smile, 
and  her  tongue  lolled  out  in  derision. 

Lord  Erse  caught  his  sister  up  and  shook  her  in 
his  arms.    He  was  horrified. 

She  looked  up  at  him  in  surprise.  The  beauty, 
the  soul,  came  back  to  her  face. 

"  Have  I  been  asleep,  Pat  dear  ?  "  she  asked,  "  or 
did  I  faint  ?  .  .  .  that  was  it.  .  .  .  The  Master  has 
come  back,  come  back  !  ...  all  will  be  well.  .  .  ." 

The  man  in  the  black  robe  raised  his  arms  and 
blessed  his  disciples. 

Outside  in  the  corridor  Dr.  Ninian  Newton  was 
wiping  his  face  with  a  large  handkerchief. 
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f  K  "  L**^"  M  ^^^''^ry,  that  was  over  !  Thank  heaven 
they'd  pulled  it  off  all  right  1  "  neaven, 

an?'Jth^°"^''^/'^'''"'  ^*''  «'  »  "garette. 
and  with  a  sigh  of  intense  relief  re-entered  the 

He  saw  T.  ?"^^f,°"^  °*  ^  "^^  °f  the  world. 
He  saw  that  nearly  all  of  the  people  there  were 
bowmg  dov^  before  Debendro  Nath  Tagore!  Not 
wishing  to  be  out  of  the  picture,  and  not  ^clined 
for  worship,  the  Doctor  slipped  out  into  the  cSdor 
once  again  and  resumed  his  cigarette 

He  paced  the  heavy  pile  of  the  carpet,  quite  at 
us  ease  now.    His  acute  brain  was  X  wkh  rosy 

Someone  touched  him  on  the  arm 

He  wheeled  round,  his  face  was  pale  once  more 

But  It  was  only  Emily  Verschmidt. 
I  saw  you  go  out."  she  whispered.    "  I  want 
to  see  you  and  arrange " 

He  raised  his  hand,  forgettin^  his  own  easy 
patrol  out  of  the  scene  of  action.  My  d^  u7s 
Wschmidt...  he  said,  "you  Here,  after VeTev^S: 

_"0h     be    quiet"    she    answered    impatiently, 
m^iter  to'^r/T''''''^'  ""'  '"'''''■    ^ut  it  doesn^ 

S  L7s." ' "'"'  *°  ^^'^  °^  ^-'  *'>-«^.  -- 

"Pon  Sir" tJctr"  "°'"  *'^  ^"^^^^  ^"'^  ^-"^^ 
'^et^sup^r  "'"  '""  "°"'"'"«  "  "'^^^  ^""''^ 
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CHAPTER   II. 

VILE    MKANS    TO    AN    HOLY    END— A    SUPREME    END. 

Saint  Paul's,  Bloomsbury,  was  crowded  by  tlie 
friends  and  secretaries  of  the  Confraternity  of  the 
Holy  Ghost. 

Evensong  had  been  sung,  and  the  great  preacher, 
Canon  Escott,  was  in  the  pulpit,  a  stone  bracket 
high  in  the  sweep  cf  the  chancel  arch. 

The  lights  in  the  great  church  had  all  be.'n  turned 
low,  but  the  altar  cindles  shone  on  the  green  and 
gold  of  the  sanctuary  and  led  the  eye  to  the  spot 
where  the  soul  also  met  its  Maker,  the  supremely 
holy  place  in  the  House  of  God. 

And  again,  high  up  above  the  people,  was  another 
focus  for  eye  and  heart,  another  pla^;e  where  tall 
candles  shone.  They  shone  on  a  crucifix  nailed  to 
the  wall.  The  white  suffering  figure  of  our  Lord 
hung  '^n  a  Cross  of  dark  wood.  The  candles  showed 
the  majestic  suffering  of  God  with  a  sharpness  of 
definition  that  was  poignant  in  its  appeal  to  these 
hundreds  of  faithful  women  and  Men  who  loved 
and  desired  Him. 

Below  the  symbol  of  God's  pain,  the  massive  head 
of  the  great  preacher  was.  The  face  was  very  pale, 
398 
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the  eyes  were  half-closed,  but  from  the  curved 
mouth  a  flood  of  eloquent  appeal  was  pouring,  and 
the  inarvellous  music  of  that  so  celebrated  voice 
rang  down  the  aisles  and  echoed  in  the  far  clere- 
story and  distant  painted  roof. 

The  silence  of  the  congregation  was  intense. 
There  was  no  coughing  nor  shuffling  of  bodies  in 
postures  that  were  uneasy  and  constrained  The 
■;  fTl  ™^«"^tism  of  the  preacher  held  them  as 

A.  *  ?  f  "^"y  P''°P^^  ^  ^bbey.  cathedral, 
and  stately  church  for  long  years. 

But  it  was  not  merely  the  words  and  eloquence 
of  the  preacher  that  held  the  congregation  The 
whole  service  had  been  full  of  beauty  and  solemnity 
And  these  members  of  this  Confraternity  were 
nearly  aU  very  happy  people.  They  lived  a  whole- 
some  and  natural  life,  the  hfe  of  home,  husband, 
wife,  and  child.  No  doubts  or  perplexities  assailed 
them.  They  were  true  to  the  law  of  Nature,  which 
IS  the  evolution  of  the  Law  of  God.  They  recog- 
nised the  beauty  of  function,  the  sacredness  of  the 
human  tie  But  they  saw  it  with  eyes  that  were 
given  an  additional  power.  They  realised  the  beauty 
of  natural  things  so  keenly  and  well  because  they 
saw  them  m  the  light  of  things  which  were  spiritual 


«.  "  J*f  ^'"''"^^'^'^'  «"»  'A«  Holy  spirit,  whom 
the  Father  will  serj  in  My  name,  He  shall  teach 
you  all  things." 

charter.    Each  member 

■^lievet'  in  and  recited 

or  he  said,  "  /  believe 


These  words  were  the 
of  the  Confraternity  w' 
the  Creed  knew  that  wh. 


the  Holy      .St,"  he  recognised  the  action  of  One 
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who  was  moulding  his  single  life.  Each  believer 
was  himself  a  temple  to  be  prepared  for  the  Master's 
dwelling.  The  same  Spirit  who  shapes  the  course 
of  the  whole  world,  hallowed  the  soul  and  the  body 
which  were  offered  to  Him  for  Divine  use. 

So  the  congregation  on  this  night  were  moved  and 
stirred  to  holiness  and  devotion  by  more  than  one 
impulse  and  influence. 

Almost  everyone  in  that  audience  listened  to  the 
preacher  with  supreme  intellectual  gratification, 
complete  spiritual  nourishment.  They  felt  that  they 
were  undergoing  a  rich  and  memorable  experience. 

The  pallid  face,  the  heavy  lids  that  drooped 
over  the  e  es,  the  grand  and  mobile  mouth — all 
these  were  seen  plainly  by  each  and  all  in  the  yellow 
radiance  of  the  candles  in  the  sconces.  The  con- 
gregation thought  with  a  thrill  of  awe  and  thanks 
that  here,  before  them,  was  the  instrument  of  the 
Holy  Spirit,  Who  spoke  through  this  man. 

But  there  were  others  in  the  church,  very  few, 
who  were  imeasy  and  alarmed. 

In  the  chancel  Father  Grogan  sat  in  his  stall 
and  he  was  in  fear.  He  had  noticed  that  when  the 
Canon  rose  from  the  oak  chair  within  the  sanctuary, 
which  he  had  occupied  during  evensong,  he  staggered 
and  must  support  himself  by  a  sudden  grip  upon  the 
altar  rails. 

He  had  seen  also  that  as  the  preacher  crossed 
the  choir  he  swayed  a  little.  The  vicar  was  afraid 
that  his  distinguished  fellow-priest  was  overworked 
and  on  the  brink  of  a  breakdown. 

In  one  of  the  front  pews — or  rather  row  of  chairs— 
in  the  nave,   Roland,  Angus  Evan  Tulloch,  Dr. 
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SS.J''"'a^"t''  ^i'  ^'*''"  ^^^'^  *''r«  «""'g  to. 

gether.  Dr.  Low's  face  wa.  sad  and  rather  stern^ 
There  was  something  alert  and  expectant  in  he 

to  Wn.     H.    '.'f."'!^  *°  '^'^'^^  ''"'»  whispered 
to  him.    He  nodded  m  answer  and  his  face  was 
more  grave  than  it  was  interested. 
Roland  was  perplexed.    He  was  enthralled  by 

LIT.  '>!^'  *°'*'-  ^"*  ^'  subconscious  brain 
seemed  to  be  aware  of  some  sinister  fact  which  he 
«^  unable  to  define  or  name.  Certainly  he  w« 
not  at  ease. 

Once  !ie  glanced  at  Dr.  Low  and  saw  with  an 
unpleasant  shock  how  hard  and  watchful  the  face 
of  that  bnUiant  creature  was.     "Just  as  if  she 

nT  v^^'i*'"^  *"  operation."  he  said  to  himself, 
and  shifted  uneasily  in  his  seat. 

inl!!^  T'^V^^  *^  interview  with  Canon  Escott 
m  the  Norfolk  Street  offices  kept  recurring  to  hira 
He  remembered  certain  circumstances  of  it  that 

th^?"f.°'^'^'**'*™^  •  •  •  h*- kept  pushing 
the  thought  away  from  him  so  that  it  sho^d  no? 
m^e  a  distmct  lodgment  in  his  brain 

Canon  Escott  was  drawing  near  his  peroration. 
reLw-  '^    f  "   "=^*'^8.   burning   words   of 

St°\^,,\'°^*""P*  *^°^  '"««"!  '"^^ried 
umons  m  which  husband  and  wife  have  destroyed 
the  reverence  for  marriage,  and  the  purpose  of  it 

oXhiWren^*^  ^^"^"^  ^^^''''  *"  P^^^^"*  "'«  birth 

butl?'^^;"   ^'   ^^'^   '^^'    "tl^"«   is   nothing 
but  a  sense  of  commerical  honesty  to  keep  a  woman 
who  has  lost  the  reverence  of  marriage  to  one  man 
ii>e  obligation  has  no  hold  on  her  higher  nature. 
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and  when  passion  or  convenience  press  the  balance 
there  is  no  sufficient  reason  why  she  should  be  very 
scrupulous ;  while  the  man  who  uses  his  wife  as  a 
courtesan  is  not  likely  to  abstain  from  others."* 

Then  the  preacher  had  dealt  with  the  economic 
and  social  side  of  the  question.  He  had  produced 
a  copy  of  the  little  monthly  magazine  called  the 
Malthusian  ;  he  had  read  passages  from  it  and  shown 
the  fallacies  of  those  who  tried  to  regulate  society 
and  produce  an  Utopia  in  which  God  was  ignored. 

And  when  this  aspect  of  the  National  Question 
was  dealt  with  and  sv  pt  aside  ;  when  the  preacher 
had  insisted  upon  the  lessons  of  the  census,  the  duty 
of  patriotism,  the  claims  of  that  great  Empire 
which  Englishmen  had  won,  then  his  voice  dropped 
a  full  tone  and  he  began  to  tell  them  of  the  mystical 
truths  with  which  God  has  surrounded  the  union 
of  woman  and  of  man. 

He  told  them,  in  a  voice  so  pure  and  noble  that 
it  brought  the  sudden  tear  to  many  eyes,  of  how 
Jesus  had  come  to  the  cottage  in  Cana  and  sanctified 
the  gay  and  simple  wedding  feast.  Of  our  Lord's 
love  for  little  children  he  told  them  also,  and  ex- 
plained how  that  the  Saviour  was  ever  a  lover  of 
hiunan  love. 

And  then  he  began  to  speak  of  the  august  Patron 
of  this  Confraternity  of  Purity,  he  began  to  tell  them 
of  his  thoughts  about  the  Holy  Spirit  and  the  method 
of  His  work  and  influence  with  the  minds  of  men— 
with  the  minds  of  those  present  at  that  moment. 


•  NoTB.— Thete  words  are  quoted  from  Father  Black's  oat- 
•poken  and  terrible  indictment,  "  Marriage  is  Honourable," 
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He  quoted  the  clarion  words  of  a  great  bishop. 

to  mL/'Z'  '"  i'"  ""'y  ^''*"'''  ««  «ho  is  able 
niv^  confession  stands  as  a  listener  to  a 

Divine  message.  For  him  there  is  a  meaning, 
however  l.tt  e  he  may  yet  be  able  to  grasp  it.  in  the 
sequences  of  natural  law.  in  the  confused  conflict! 
of  empires,  in  the  distresses  and  anxieties  and  sordid 
cares  of  society.  s^'uiu 

tZ  f"  l**"  •=°"'''^^"'"<=  °f  his  Faith  he  will  not  close 
the  least  avenue  tlirough  which  one  word  of  God 

.Tin'>^°'"!.*°  ''™-  ^"  **"=  ^''e°"  of  his  hope  he 
wiU  bear  the  season  of  silence  when  searching  finds 
no  answer.  In  the  breadth  of  his  love  he  will 
welcome  as  feUow-helpers  those  who  serve  uncon- 
sciously the  Creed  which  they  deny  " 

At  that  moment,  when  he  had  made  an  end  of 
it  oH^  kT'/^'  ^'^f^^'  ''"«*"  *°  eive  his  hearers 
o  fK^  ,    c  ^'*.  ""  ^^^  ^'P^'='=*'  Powe--  and  Work 

knlwl./^  T*-  ."■'  "^^'^^  "^^«  *^"«'  h-  spiritual 
knowledge  real  and  profound.    But  the  body  that 

a  f  ^u  "*?"'  °^  giving  the  fruits  of  its  nobler 
side  to  the  world  was  worthy  to  be  the  mouth- 
P'ece  of  Divine  influence  no  longer  at  that  moment. 
The  wave  of  alcohol  which  the  unhappy  man 
had  taken  to  brace  hin.  to  the  splendid  exLuon 

strenl'  H  '  ^^^  ^^^'  ^'^'^  ^'  ^"P^^-^^  cental 
trength  had  as  yet  pushed  back,  disregarded  and 

swept  away,  now  rolled  over  his  brain 

^^  IT^^  "  disconnected  sentence  or  two,  mumbled 
!^  "jf '"f»»^hable  word,  turned  half  round  in 
!.e  lofty  stone  box  in  which  he  stood,  and  sunk 

to  the  floor  of  it  with  an  inarticulate  murmur, 
ur.  tow  bent  to  Angus  Evan  TuUoch  once  again. 
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'  The  poor  dear 
lord  the   whole 


"We  were  risht,"  she  whispered. 
creature  has  been  as  drunk  as  a 
evening  I " 

Father  Grogan's  assistant  priest  hurried  out  of 
the  chancel.  With  him  went  the  principal  bass 
singer,  a  florid  fat  man  with  a  heavy  black  mous- 
tache who  looked  like  a  gross  sensuaUst,  but  who 
lived  the  life  of  an  anchorite  and  approached  that 
of  a  saint. 

They  hurried  up  the  stone  stairs  to  the  pulpit  -iid 
carried  the  unconscious  figure  down.  Other  helpers 
were  waiting,  and  took  the  Ump  body  into  the  vestry. 

Only  four  people  in  the  church  knew  anything 
more  than  that  Canon  Escott  had  fainted. 

There  was  a  frightened  murmur  of  alarm  and 
i}rmpathy. 

It  swelled  and  echoed  throughout  the  great 
building. 

Father  Grogan  came  down  from  his  stall. 

He  did  not  go  to  the  sanctuary  of  the  altar,  but 
lie  stood  on  the  chancel  steps  and  gave  the  blessing 
that  ends  the  beautiful  and  stately  service  of  Even- 
song in  the  Church  of  England. 

He  raised  his  right  arm  and  extended  three  fingers 
of  his  right  hand  in  symbol  of  the  Trinity  and 
Unity  in  Whose  name  and  through  Whose  com- 
mission he  blessed  them. 

"  The  grace  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and 
the  love  of  Cod,  and  the  fellowship  of  the  Holy 
Cliost  be  with  us  all  evermore." 

The  clergy  house  was  quite  close  to  the  church. 
Indeed    it  was   connected  with    the   vestry  by  a 
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Sr^oAr^ca.^'^   --   ^^-^^   the   s.aU 
iri^!''  Escott  was  helped  up  this  passage  by 

^^A      i^'  l""'**  '^"'^'y  ^^'l'  ^"d  seemed  terribly 

dazed  and  exhausted,  but  he  was  not  unconsc  ou/ 

He  was  taken  into  the  vicar's  study,  and    hev 

T  n°'t'-l!'?/''  ^*"^'  5^  Arthur,  and  Angus  Evan 

TuUoch  had  been  bidden  to  supp;r  after  t"feLS 

They  waited  together  in   tl^  drawing-rolm    a 

b,ue^  bachelor  place,  until  the  vicar  sho^ulT^.: 

Ji!^^  f^^^^i  ^'°«^  ^PP*"^**-    He  was  greutly 
agitated,  though,  as  it  appeared  to  them,  he  was 
endeavouring   to   control   his   excitemenT  aLd   to 
present  an  aspect  of  the  ordinary 
"Supper  is  ready,  my  dear  people,"  he  said 

ha?e  s^m^  'T  T'"  ''  '"*°  thJ^ining-roltd 
nave  some.    You'll  excuse  me  for  a  short  time    I 

tuT^'i,,?  f^'^-  ^  "?"!*  6°  •'^'^k  to  him  in  the 
R .  H  *  ,  ^°"  «°  ^"^  ''^^e  some  food,  please 
Roia  d,  take  Sir  Arthur  and  Mr.  TuUoch  into  the 
d^nmg-room.  Dr.  Low.  I  wonder  if  you'd  corne 
with  me  for  a  moment  '  " 

anS/Jf    '^^^    som  .hing    untoward    was    afoot, 

t'le  hall  and  entered  the  dining-room. 

£;««  w^rl  '""^  "''"'  '""^^  '"  ^'  ^""tf^er  door, 
tscott  was  lying  u;   .,  a  sofa  by  the  fire. 

in  the  ^\'"^  f^^°™"y  ^"^'^  *»>«  fl'^nies.  quite 
"  the  possession  of  all  his  faculties,  but  his  face 

U 


3o6 


I  (RST  IT  WAS  ORDAINED. 


was  livid,  and  every  now  and  again  a  convulsive 
shudder  shook  his  whole  body. 

As  the  two  people  came  in  he  looked  up  at  them 
with  a  heavy  stare.  The  jaw,  with  its  hint  of  an 
old  Roman  sensualist,  seemed  more  jowl-like  than 
ever.  The  man  looked  battered,  dissipated,  the 
spirituality  had  left  his  face. 

"  Ah,  CFrogan,"  he  said,  and  there  was  now  no 
melody  in  the  voice  which  had  a  hollow  ring  in  it, 
like  the  noise  of  a  stone  falling  down  a  well.  "  Ah, 
Grogan,  you've  come  to  an  utter  wreck." 

"My  dear  Canon,"  Father  Grogan  answered 
him,  "  for  goodness'  sake  don't  be  so  despondent ! 
A  fainting  fit  doesn't  make  a  man  a  wreck  I  Ask 
Dr.  Lowl  The  church  was  over-hot,  I  expert, 
In  that  high  pulpit  the  hot  air  comes  up  from 
below.  I  have  felt  it  myself  before  now.  You 
will  be  perfectly  right  after  a  rest.  I've  ordered 
the  cook  to  make  a  bowl  of  soup  for  you.  You'd 
rather  have  that  than  anything  solid,  I  daresay. 
Here  is  Dr.  Low.    She  will  do  anything  she  can." 

There  was  a  geniality  and  cheeriness  in  Grogan's 
voice  that  belied  the  expression  of  his  eyes— those 
most  tell-tale  features. 

The  vicar  was  not  a  clever  liar.  He  had  tact, 
but  his  tact  had  never  had  dropsy  and  swollen 
into  that  which  we  call  cunning. 

Canon  Escott  looked  drearily  at  him.  Then, 
as  he  saw  the  certainty  of  his  host's  knowltdge, 
his  face  became  suffused  not  only  with  colour,  but 
with  torture— the  torture  of  shame— also. 

He  laughed.  It  was  a  laugh  that  was  terribly 
hollow,  mirthless,  and  cold. 
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you.  no  doubt  !^  •    ^  "•"  "  ^*^"'""«'=  •=«««  t" 

The   extreme    bitterness   of   his   voice   cut    Mr 

Grogan  hke  the  lash  of  a  whin     It  diH  n.f  . 

hurt  or  influence  the  Doctor   '  "°'  ''""  '" 

Grogan  winced. 

whSrMs  "^wiih  ^^ag^rtr^r''  ^  ^-^^ 

upon  his  guest's  shoulder   *  '^^    ^^P*"'^ 

"Forget  the  past,  my  friend,"  he  .aid.    "  You 
o?th.r.^*"  '^  ^^•*"*  »"  "ix'^n'ler  a^d  teach"; 

The  stncken  man  half  rose  from  the  couch 

His  eyes  became  suffused  with  tears 
he  magic  the  music,  came  back  to  his  voice 
Grogan  (  "  he  cried.  '•  I  love  our  Lord     rwould 

la  S'".*°-'".°"°*-     But  I  have  brought  myse'f 
mo  a  bondage.m  which  I  have  to  sin  to  live  for 

"ri  L?-  ''"^  "^^  ^°""^  ^y  '^'  <^hain  of  my 

inyseii.    I'nde  has  wrecked  me  on  the  mnef 

orry  and  sordid  shore !    God  gave  me  the  riftTf 

1  glor  fled  my  power  and  set  it  up  as  a  god  before 

n  rst.Vrr';  \r''  r  '^°'"  ^^Xt'^^ 

"'isrca  to  do.    I  attempted  too  much. 
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"  I  sought  to  force  inspiration  of  the  soul  by 
drugging  the  body.  In  order  to  preach  to  the 
multitudes  with  fire  I  began  to  take  brandy.  I 
kept  on,  I  did  the  work  I  longed  to  do.  But  Nemesis 
has  come.  God  will  not  use  instruments  which  are 
unclean.  To-night,  as  I  presumed  to  speak  fervently 
of  the  Holy  Ghost,  I  was  stricken  down.  I  had  my 
talent.  It  had  been  given  to  me  to  be  powerful  for 
good,  for  the  God  I  worship  still.  And  now  I  have 
thrown  it  all  away.  I'm  a  drunkard.  Grogan— 
do  you  know  what  that  means  ?  I'm  a  drunkard, 
and  I  can't  preach  the  Gospel  until  I  am  filled  with 
wine." 

He  began  to  cry  bitterly,  with  sobs  that  were  not 
high  in  the  palate  as  the  sobs  of  a  woman  are,  but 
deep,  mournful  sounds  that  broke  from  the  chest. 

"  But,  my  friend,"  Father  Grogan  said  with  great 
tenderness,  "you  have  been  preserved  from  any 
open  knowledge  of  what  you  tell  us.  It  isn't  too 
late,  it  never  is  too  late.  Stop  preaching  for  a  while. 
Take  a  year's  holiday — your  magnificent  charities 
prove  that  you  are  a  very  wealthy  man.  God,  who 
has  gifted  you  so  greatly  will  help  you  as  greatly." 

That  angular  and  capable  saint— Dr.  Ella  Low- 
had  said  nothing  as  yet.  But  now  she  pushed 
Father  Grogan  aside— not  rudely,  but  with  that 
supreme  sense  of  capability  to  deal  with  an  emotional 
situation  that  good  women  have. 

She  went  up  to  the  sofa. 

"  I  wonder  if  you'd  entrust  your  case  to  me, 
Canon  Escott  ?  "  she  said.  "  I  only  practise  among 
women  as  a  rule.  But  this  case  interests  me.  And, 
don't  you  know,  it  seems  a  duty  to  put  you  right 
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with  yourself.    You  arcn  i  r  earl  v  in  ,  uch  a  bad  wav 

'T,  *^'"^-    ^  ""  *^"  >•  -  ^'  ^*  once  "  ^ 

HrfhM  !,  f  "''  f'  ''^'"  ^"'^  ^'^  miserable  and  be- 
drabbled  face.  All  its  strength  and  purpose  had 
gone     It  was  a  wedge  of  wet  weakness     ^ 

Can  you  reaUy  help  me  ?  "  he  asked    in  the 
voice  of  an  uniiappy  child. 

"Of  course  I  can,  Canon  Escott."  she  replied  in 
a  firm  and  confident  voice.  "  You  work  has  made 
you  a  neuros,  that  is  all.    I'm  going  to  help  v^u  to 

a^d^rf  n'      J°"'"    ^'^y   '•'-    to-nigh     Ese 

thrte  dron  ^if  T"  '"  '"^^'^  '""^  vfpo'ur^rom 
three  drops  of  the  nitrate  of  amyl.  And  to- 
morrow, ,f  you  will  follow  out  L  rZLl 
shaU_  prescribe  for  you.  we  will  begin  the  vfo"k  of 

The  big  and  fine-looking  man  looked  up  at  the 
Doctor  with  a  little  hope  in  his  face.  Tlien  it  d fed 
out,  and  he  shook  his  head  sadly. 

"Ah,  no,"  he  said,   "have  I  not  fought  with 

G  Jd  hl'r  I  r  ""'y^^  '    I*  -  t°o  Se  n^w 
Godhas  deserted  me.  it  is  thus  that  He  punishTs 

The  man  was  flabby,  exhausted  by  what  he  had 
rvo'rt  ?Vt  of  -lf-pity^.ad  ll^l  Ifo 
0    thi    ;  J'^^'^octor  heard  it.  and  her  knowledge 

V  si?th-^''°^'"  ^'"^  '  ^^°""  ^  he  beganlo 
say   somethmg    sympathetic.     Sympathy    was    a 

noxious  and  toxic  agent  in  this  induce        ^    ^ 

t  know  nothing  of  the  history  of  your  religious 

«penences.  Canon  Escott,"  she  Ld  Vrply'^"" 

^  speakmg  as  your  medical  attendant.    God  may 
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or  may  not  have  deserted  you.  But  before  you  make 
such  a  statement  it  would  be  sensible  to  undergo 
some  little  therapeutic  experience.  We  will  see  if 
He  will  reveal  Himself  in  chloride  of  gold  !  I  think 
that  it  is  more  than  probable.  I  see  the  soup  has 
come — drink  it  up,  please,  and  then  go  to  bed. 
Sleep  between  the  blankets,  and  have  the  window 
wide  open.  A  fire  is  being  Ut,  and  an  india-rubber 
water  bottle  is  being  prepared.  This  you  will  kindly 
wear  at  the  small  of  the  back  till  you  can  bear 
heat  no  longer.  Never  mind  if  it  blisters !  You 
will  find,  Canon  Escott,  that  Almighty  God  reveals 
Himself  in  very  odd  and  unexpected  ways  and 
places.  A  doctor  is  a  very  practical  theologian ! 
And  I  say  with  all  reverence  and  absolute  sincerity 
that  I  have  seen  the  Divine  presence  manifested  by 
a  bottle  of  Easton's  syrup,  and  found  a  proof  which 
is  contributory  to  the  fact  of  the  Incarnation  in  the 
act  of  buying  a  railway  ticket— don't  let  the  soup 
get  cold !  " 

The  hard,  keen,  and  yet  humorous  inflection  of  her 
voice  acted  as  a  strong  tonic  upon  him. 

He  finished  the  soup  and  rose  from  the  sofa. 
Something  had  come  back  to  him,  in  a  measure. 
He  looked  like  a  wreck,  but  already  it  was  a  wreck 
with  hope  of  repair.    The  face  was  no  longer  brutal. 

"  I  will  do  all  you  tell  me,  doctor,"  he  said  with 
a  simple  humility  that  was  very  impressive. 

"  Of  course  you  will,"  she  said  with  some  asperity 
—or  with  the  pretence  of  it.  "Go  to  bed  now, 
and  in  ten  minutes  I'll  bring  you  up  your  medicine." 

He  turned  to  leave  the  room.  Father  Grogan 
held  out  his  hand  to  his  guest.    There  was  a  light 
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riS/""''^  face,  it  was  very  cheery,  hopeful 
low  v^l'"  ""'•  ^^''«='"'"  C-°"  Escott  said  in  a 
in  'Its''  ^' if  '^*=~'^."  Wan  answered 

.nl^l^!,"""  *"'"'^  ^"'^  '^"  «'«  room.    The  prict 
and  the  doctor  were  left  alone  ^ 

leuow,  really,  she  said.  "  He  isn't  half  as  bad  a« 
Je  un.,g,„es.    Of  course,  I  had  to  be  rude  to  him 

I ">tisr;rd  "^e^dT "  .^^Efi '"  -'^r^- 

diseases  ^f  worn::'  Jtc  ■  .o^^'LoTthJ  plht^ 
iogy  of  disease  then  as  few  people  do  I  wfsh'^vt' 
knew  h.s  two  chapters  on  hysteria  and  sterllitv" 
leu  \lev'°'^  ^'^^^  P™^*^  -eht  to  be  doctorfas 

te^S^l^l^tSjo^tdli 
should  be  priests,  to-day  I  "  "octors 

Father  (kogan  looked  at  the  brave  creature  with 
angular  tenderness  and  admiration  ^ 

and  aSoV^^  '^'^  ""'"  ''^  ^^'^'  ^*h  meaning 
S  f hetgarJerrS.:  ^'"  '—'  ^"  '^^^ 
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CHAPTER    III. 

BY  MIDNIGHT  MAIL  TO  ILFRACOMBE. 

Laughter  is  the  great  agent  that  preserves  the  sense 
of  proportion  among  us.  A  man  who  laughs  knows 
that  no  one  is  entirely  bad,  just  as  he  realises,  with 
a  half-humorous  sigh,  the  stains  upon  the  robis 
of  saints. 

In  Roland's  study,  on  a  Saturday  morning, 
there  was  loud  and  deep  laughter.  Angus  Evan 
TuUoch  was  there,  and  both  men  were  enjoying 
some  hours  of  holiday.  They  proposed  to  go  for 
a  long  walk,  to  Richnjond  or  beyond,  to  see  the 
deUcate  tracery  of  the  trees  against  the  livid  winter's 
sky,  to  watch  them  reddening  in  the  sun-rays,  and 
to  see  the  level  expanses  of  snow  in  the  park  turn 
crimson  here  and  ihere. 

It  was  just  after  breakfast,  that  great  meal  in 
the  house  of  Speke.  The  two  friends  wc-e  enjoying 
one  of  the  cardinal  pipes  of  the  day,  the  after- 
breakfast  pipe,  and  all  was  well  with  tliem  at  that 
moment,  mentally  and  physically.  Both  had  agreed 
to  do  no  work  that  day.  Roland  had  telephoned 
to  the  office  of  the  Confraternity  to  say  that  he 
would  not  be  there ;  the  other  carried  his  own  work 
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The  .Ta?  £H*"f^  r  "'  "°  "^"'^  ^^-^^^  ^d  call, 
ine  great  head  of  the  writer  was  thrown   hart 

ItrarL^fn  '"^^^"^  »>-  made  a^ea    S 
contrast   with   the   crimson   leather   of  the   back 

otthriStranf  ''^r" ''''  «"s-  -^  *'"-b 

h  iStv  "  K  ,  T'^  '"  *^"  ^"  t°  emphasise  his 
hilarity,  ,h.i  whole  face  was  one  expansive  smile 
Rcaand  sat  on  the  other  side  of  the'fire' iLg'^ 

wJ^V.f  7f  *^Vr  '""'""^  ^'^^  ^"^"''^  *«  '"irth 
ch^ch  that  -'tS  ^"■;f*«,^ho  had  given  out  i„ 
be^or    fh!  collection    next    Sunday    will 

^*K.u.^"^'  ^^^  Tulloch  was  cappinc  it 
ZLl^l°'  the  golfing  priest  who  s3'^!"L  e 

He  tore  it  open, 
./''f^  !!*  ^°°''^'^  "P-    "  I  aai  afraid  our  walk  is 

SL  lr7  H  "^^  r''  *^*  '^^  '^  '=°'»ing  down 
before  lunch  and  wishes  to  see  me  on  an  important 
matter  Curiously  enough,  he  also  says  '  Gst 
T^'^och  also  if  possible.' "  ^ 

reafcjT   "^"""^  ^""^'^  disappointed.    "I 

suppor;i;,'?r  ''r^^  '°-''^y'"  '^^  ^^'d.  -now 

b.Ku1  o  .         "t  *°,f  ™P^°'ni^  with  a  Turkish 

know  t2chZ  "'  '"'"  '^°^^"''  ^^^'^^  "•'"*  y°» 
"^S  lulloch.  things  are  very  queer  in  that  quarter  ; 
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indeed,  over  all  that  section  of  society,  a  strange 
cload  is  hanging." 

"  So  I  have  heard,"  Tulloch  said,  "  all  sorts  of 
queer  rumours  are  going  about  the  clubs.  If  I  know 
my  London  and  have  made  good  use  of  the  last 
few  months,  there  is  going  to  be  one  of  the  big  and 
semi-historical  scandals  that  occur  every  twenty 
years  or  so  in  this  country." 

'■'  I  daresay  you  are  right,  Tulloch,"  Roland 
answered,  "and  I  wish  to  goodness  it  was  in  our 
power  to  stop  what  is  going  on  in  London  just  now 
among  a  certain  set." 

"  We'll  wait  and  see  what  Sir  Basil  comes  for," 
Tulloch  answered. 

"The  curious  part,"  Roland  said,  slowly  filling 
his  pipe,  "is  this — all  these  decadent  follies  and 
worse  that  are  going  on  in  Lady  Honoria's  set  ail 
seem  to  be  mixed  up  or  in  some  way  connected 
with  the  Confraternity.  Of  course,  we  hear  very 
queer  things  in  Norfolk  Street,  things  that  outside 
people  don't  know,  and  I  assure  you,  Angus,  that 
the  majority  of  the  people  in  that  set— the  organisers 
of  it,  at  any  rate — are  actively  hostile  to  the  Con- 
fraternity. Several  of  them  are  in  our  special  book 
of  people  to  be  watched,  and  if  necessary,  warned. 
It  is  absolutely  necessary  in  some  cases,  as  you  know, 
to  do  this.  I  only  wish  that  it  was  as  criminal 
to  teach  the  uninstructed  the  mechanical  processes 
of  neo-Malthusianism  as  it  is  to  practise  the  other 
methods  of  preventing  birth." 

"The  things  differ,  my  dear  Roland,  in  degree, 
though  not  perhaps  in  intention.  One  thing  must 
be  stopped  by  Law,  the  other  by  moral  means. 


'"■"  /'  m,.  o,./„,-„,,/, 
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too  4«  -j:r  f  r„atKr'A^'-'^'^">'' 

least  prevent  thp  int.  "f.'""^-"  'aw.  One  can  at 
But  I'^wt  tn-  r  ,":r?"  "/.  %'hird  person, 
wisely  in  accentinr*;      1  •  ''"   <-o"fwt..rnity  did 

and  Tdlg  to'  "'work  ITT  u'  ''''  *"^*  ''-^-^ 
social  aspect  of  th„         f  *'''''^'''"S  *•>«  ""oral  and 

of  the  other  tS  B^^'  Ifu  °"  "?'*  P'*"«"''°" 
let's  talk  about  ufese  auestinn,  h  ""'' '  '^''"'  '^°«'* 
sun  is  coming  out      I  fr.  Tt    "'  ™°™"e.    The 

Canthechi,,L°To'le!;SX'"^''"'^^°''''- 

deck  their  hair  at  Yuk  T>,  r^'f  ^  "^'^^^^ 
joumalist-he  wS  II  T  '''  "^'"'^'^  ''^^^  th^ 
mountain,  S^e Tulhvera":^^"^"  l?""*  --- 
surprises.    RolandTnH  rJ*    ..        °^  unexpected 

-tched  thet"n5]i^'sc?ne":.tlre*'"f  "^  ''^ 
always  gave  them  ^''^  P'***"'"'^   '' 

anlt^iaSToil"  '"lfet^'%^''''^^"  '''  '^'^  ^^P 

'Hind''  ^^•i^st^lZ'"''  "'"""''''y  °^  *''«  -'-t 

"  ''"  !''^"'""  ^oUier  would  not  rise  from  h.A 

'"'  *''■  ^°"S  "^^^  Angus  Evan  Tulloch  always 
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maintained  was  his  chef  d'auvre,  and  which  the 
children,  indeed,  preferred  more  tlmn  any  other, 
ran  as  follows  : — 

"  A  railway  tmbankmtnl  went  up  in  the  ait, 
Wlteii  Ihty  got  to  tht  lop  there  was  nobody  there." 

This,  the  journalist  would  always  declare,  was  the 
most  perfect  song  for  infants  ever  written.  "  You 
will  observe,"  he  was  wont  to  say,  "  that  it  has  no 
moral  lesson,  alwivs  a  distasteful  tl  ing  to  the  infant 
mind.  Yet  it  ri  jents  a  concrete  and  definite 
picture  of  continuous  action,  it  does  not  specify 
who  '  they '  are,  and  therefore  it  stimulates  the 
child's  brain  to  visualise  an  unknown  quantity. 
On  the  emotional  side  we  have  the  disappointment 
of  finding  nobody  there  when  the  top  was  reached, 
and  the  song  leaves  an  open  question  which  may 
well  employ  the  budding  mind  as  to  whether  any- 
body will  make  their  appearance  there  in  time  to 
come.  Finally,  the  most  intelligent  child  will 
be  compelled  :o  ask  what  would  be  the  result  in 
the  event  of  an  advancing  train  I  " 

Mr.  TuUoch  and  the  children  were  heartily  singing 
this  refrain,  their  small  and  chirping  pipes  har- 
monising oddly  with  the  rich  bass  of  the  virile  old 
man,  when  a  housemaid  opened  the  door  and  Sir 
Basil  Speke  was  shown  in. 

He  came  up  with  a  faint  smile  to  Roland  and 
shook  him  heartily  by  the  hand,  he  kissed  Gertrude 
affectionately,  and  bowed  to  Tulloch. 

The  Judge  seemed  incredibly  jroken  and  old, 
the  lines  in  his  face  had  become  gashed,  its  rolour 
was  livid,  the  eyes  seemed  shot  with  an  actual 
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vibration  of  pain,  one  could  see  the  mJn         ^'^ 
-^the.     in    di«erent    li.Hts?  ^  ^^^  '™l 

"'-S^o;!a::S,S'«^";S'^or.ther  he  tried 

Realising  by  inS/t'  Sh     l'.   ""^'''■ably. 
sion,  that  here  ZT^^' 'y^"'  "^""  ''^  comprehen- 
scampered  away  """  P''^^'"'^«-  ^he  children 

sat'S::^.''tuh"rki;i*°  *''r^^  ^--"--'^ 

■eft  the  room  and  the  fh^  ''°'''^  "'  '°-  Gertrude 
Basil  took  one  of  TuXcS-''  '"'"  *"■■'  ^'°"«-  Sir 
smoke  seemed  to  LothehL'.n^"''K'"'^  "'  "■  ^'-e 
thoughtfully  into  the  firra3°??T^'*' ''"'  ''^  ^■''^^'' 
his  thoughts.  ^  ''*  *^"'=  collecting 

Then  he  began  to  speak. 

"abLT  ::r;°"to:^*'  ^°"  ^^°'"  ^^  -■^. 

influence  which  has  co2";T  ^""^  '"alevolent 
my  wife  move?"ram  noT./'''r'*>'  '"  "'"<-■" 
and  follies  of  the  LoZ  Zu  T^'  ^"^  ^^^  '''ds 
has  chosen  to  t^n  h^rl  7^'°'"  ^"''^  "°"°"'^ 
''t  all  to  me.  bT  when  mv  "'  'l'''^  "°"''"g 
affected,  and  when  to  ^^  ,°*"  household  is 
^-^eady'  sufficirntj'  mi^ra" L "'o^'^^'^^'"- 
worse  troubles  are  aH^h  ?k     '  r  "'*'"    ^"'^    even 

'irst  becan^,.  P^i     T^"         '''*^*  '='='"6  to  you  two 

-d  has'LIn^;  rd'eiT  t'"  "^  '^"^^*'  ^«^^° 
""Te  than  oncf  seconrff  1°  '*''''*  '"^  '"  **'«'" 
Mf-  TuUoch   as\'n  ^^^""dlyt,  cause  I  know  you, 

Po^'tion  n  the  wld  T7'"^  T  ^'"^  ^  ^^^fi"** 
'"  many  ways  a  mf;  t^    f  °^  ""^  "^P''^^'  ^"d 
ays  a  man  to  whom  any  public  move- 
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ment,  or  perhaps  I  ought  to  say.  the  conduct  of  a 
campaign  against  any  sinister  movement,  may  very 
well  be  entrusted.  Are  you  willing  to  listen  to 
mc?" 

TuUoch  bowed.  "  I  am  quite  at  your  service, 
Sir  Basil,"  he  said  ;  "  and,  of  course,  I  have  a  pretty 
shrewd  idea  as  to  what  you  are  going  to  say." 

The  Judge  puffed  slowly  at  his  cigar,  then  he  bent 
forward  and  patted  the  palm  of  his  left  hand  with 
two  lean  fingers,  as  he  made  his  points  and  told  his 
story  with  the  brevity  and  yet  thoroughness  of  hi^ 
legal  training. 

"  First  of  all,"  he  said,  "  I  must  speak  a  word 
or  two  about  myself,  for  Mr.  TuUoch's  benefit. 
I  suppose  you  know,  Mr.  TuUoch,  that  my  only 
son,  for  whom  I  had  great  hopes,  has  married  an 
unspeakable  woman,  and  is  utterly  lost  in  every 
way."  Tulloch  bowed  again  with  grave  sympathy 
"  And  I  suppose,"  the  Judge  went  on,  "  that  you 
have  seen  the  morning  papers  ?  " 

"  Not  vet.  Sir  Basil,"  TuUoch  answered. 

"  Nor  have  I,"  Roland  said,  "  but  they  are  on 
the  table." 

The  Judge  took  up  the  nearest  one,  opened  it, 
turned  to  the  page  in  which  the  police  reports 
were  printed,  and  read  out  the  following  para- 
graph :— 

Before  Mr.  Harrison  this  morning,  at  Bow  Strett. 
Patrick  Ballinrobe  Speke.  twenty-two,  descritwd  u 
of  no  occupation,  was  charged  with  an  aggravated 
assault  upon  his  wife.  During  the  late  hours  of 
Tueeday  evening  a  constable  on  duty  in  the  Euston 
Road  heard  shrieks  coming  from  a  small  private  hotel 
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!r,I^",h"  ""  ^^"^"P""""  Making  «n  entry,  he 
found  the  pnsouer  (t.nding  over  hit  wife,  who  wa, 
blading  profusely  from  wound,  in  the  faceand  neT 
Uhen  charged  with  a^ault.  the  pri«,ner,  who  ,e"me,l 
U^  thM'Th*^'  "■"'•  °°  ""'>■      '"'P"'"  «-"h-^ 

^,nt  ,n  J  """^d^d  «or  enquirie.  and  for  hi, 
p«>ple  to  be  communicated  with  The  woman  wlio 
w«  conveys!  .0  the  Charing  Cr«,  Hoepital.T.  sa.d  to 
liave  recovered,  the  injur!.,  beinq  but  „.,«rficial. 

Ronald    groaned.     "Wretched    boy,"    he    said  • 
Jou_w,U    have    to  get    him   out    of    England. 

.hi?'''  °!  ""T'l'  ^'^  •'"''«'-■  --^"^^ered,   with   a 

ight  gesture  of  the  hand,  as  who  should  dismiss 

he  whole  matter,  "that  goes  without  saying,  but 

want  you  to  see,  Mr.  Tulloch,  that  all  hopes  in 

the  directuv  o<  n.y  son  must  be  definitely  aban- 

iT,\  I  r''"'"  '"■*'^*  "y  ™"^  "P  t°  that  some 
time,  but  I  must  now  touch  upon  something  ever 

rZr^Tl  *°  *"!•.    ^  '"PP°^«  y°"  ''"°^v,   .Mr. 

soSy  nowl  """''""'  ''''  ^""'  *^  «"'"«  ""  '" 

"  One  can't  help  knowing  that.  Sir  Basil,  if  one 
5  m  the  way  of  hearing  things  at  aU,"  the  journalist 
answ  red.       What  it  actually  is,  I  don't  know." 
Well,  to  put  it  shortly,"  the  Judge  answered, 

a  large  part  of  what  is  known  as  smart  society 
nas  taken  up  an  impostor,  who  pretends  *o  extra- 
ordinary psychical  powers.  That,  of  course,  is 
nothmgnew;  Sludge  is  a  recurring  decimal ;  but 
"lis  man  pretends  to  far  more  than  aU  that  He 
has  undoubtedly  acquired  an  enormous  influence 
"^er  the  women  and  effeminate  men  who  are  sitting 


•f 


ifF 


320 


FIRST  IT  WAS  ORDAINED. 


n  1 

> 


at  his  feet.  Lady  Honoria,  for  instance,  is  in  a 
state  of  nervous  hysteria  that  makes  hfe  almost 
impossible.  Dr.  Low  went  to  see  her  the  other 
day,  ostensibly  to  make  a  friendly  call,  and  she 
tells  me  that  my  poor  wife  is  on  the  brink  of  nervous 
mania.  Lady  Honoria  constantly  says  that  all 
will  come  right  with  our  unhappy  son.  She  firmly 
believes,  as  far  4s  I  can  gather,  that  this  impostor 
can,  and  will,  work  some  miracle.  Dozens  of  other 
women  in  society  are  in  much  the  same  case.  There 
is  an  abnormal  nerve  wave  passing  over  all  of  them, 
and  it  seems  to  be  engineered  and  managed  by  that 
sleek  and  scoundrelly  Doctor  Ninian  Newton, 
who  is  acting  as  a  sort  of  aide-de-camp  to  the  Indian 
impostor's  campaign.  I  have  seen  the  man  once 
or  twice,  casually,  and  his  personaUty  is  certainly 
very  striking.  He  must  be  a  gentleman  by  birth, 
and  he  has  spent  a  good  deal  of  his  hfe  in  India. 
He  pretends  his  esoteric  powers  are  of  Eastern 
origin.  In  order  to  find  out  the  reason  of  this 
man's  extraordinary  influence,  I  tackled  young 
Humphrey  England,  whose  house  in  Berkeley 
Square  is  a  sort  of  rendezvous  for  the  whole  tribe. 
Without  very  much  trouble  I  got  the  whole  story 
out  of  him. 

"  It  seems  that  this  person,  who  calls  himself 
'  Debendro,'  has  actually  convinced  a  large  number 
of  people  that  he  has  risen  from  the  dead.  He 
died,  it  was  stated,  in  a  certain  small  West  End 
hotel,  in  the  presence  of  his  adherents  and  of  several 
independent  witnesses.  He  was  afterwards  cre- 
mated at  Woking,  a  post-mortem  having  first  taken 
place.    The  witnesses  were  present  on  this  occasion 
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also.    Then   a   week   «,  ,    ""  ^'^ 

house,  from  the  ^xmc^niZJ^T^^'^'^  ^"«'^n<l's 

Angus  Evan   T^i„  u         "^  '"*  ^^hes." 
f-e  I  masHf  S^tt:^^.  '-"■" «  ^rward,  his 
t';e  floor  between  h*"  feet     He  ^^  ^'^  '^"^  °" 

have  done  more  I  h?'  ""^^  '*«™  s°-  But  I 
the  independlTwi  i'  T^^  ^^«  «d  seen 
^hatlsav.  Earon?^/^^'"^^"'-  ^ow,  mark 
nesses-do-ctors.  -1:1°'  '^ZT^''^''''  ^'■ 
facts.  Apparently  the  thL  tI^^'^  ^  *°  the 
They  saw^L  ml  S^fe  ^l*"^,;*--  happened, 
performed,   they  saw  ti,»  ^'^^  Post-mortem 

and  they  saw  thp!^  cremation   take  place 

brotherlCLordE^  '°"''  *°  ^'^  again.  My 
a  fellow  as  y^u  col  find  f  T'  """^  ^ard-headed 
fon^.  The^^.L^tw'kls  P-t^y  ^''^  ^"« 
'«ss  of  a  secret  thonah  ?  ^°  ^*P*  '"ow  or 
leaking  out  on  all  °des'  Tf,'°"!f'  ™'"°"«  are 
D*hendro.  and  h7  ±i  SL'"''"'"'^"  °^  "^ 
^d  improper  as  it  w^lSr°"'r''  ^  *'"'^t«^ 
■"y  wfe's^d  anTfK  ^^^-  ^*  '^  deranging 
■"en's  wives  It' m^st  t  T'^  °^  ""^"y  °^hef 
'his  anything,  T„  '^.  P"*  a  stop  to.    Now  is 

,t  you'^'hdj.  RoiS,'-//  M-  Tulloch?°Ld 
t"«  Po^ssion  of  to^iL,  .'°;  ^^  P"*  yo"  in 
^0".  Mr.   TullSh    h.       *J^'*'  ^  "^^^^  gathered. 

'"""'--"'^-^^'y.  "For  my  part  I  Will 
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do  my  utmost,  for  my  aunt's  sake,  and  for  the  sake 
of  counteracting  the  influence  of  this  man  Newton. 
The  Confraternity  has  very  nearly  caught  him 
once  or  twice  in  criminal  practices,  and,  moreowr, 
he  is  one  of  the  most  active  disseminators  of  the 
worst  forms  of  neo-Malthusianism  in  London  to-day. 
We  would  give  anything,  in  fact,  to  have  him 
discredited."  __  „ 

"I,"  said  Angus  Evan  Tulloch,  "am  all  agog 
at  a  mystery  of  this  sort.  It  possesses  the  necessary 
psychological  element  to  interest  me,  and  to  probe 
it  to  its  depth  will  be  both  a  public  service  and  a 
ioumalistic  '  scoop.'  "  ,     n  i 

"Very  well,  then,"  the  Judge  answered,  1 
should  say  that  the  first  thing  for  you  to  do  will  be 
to  meet  the  gentleman.  If  you  will  call  at  my 
house  about  nine  o'clock  this  evening,  you  will  be 
sure  to  see  him.  I  understand  that  Lady  Honoria, 
and  a  few  of  the  elect  souls  who  are  worshipping 
at  this  very  fishy  shrine,  are  to  receive  their  master 
in  my  house.  You  will  make  all  your  own  arrange- 
ments, of  course.  I  will  have  the  details  I  have 
cdready  gathered  ready  for  you  when  you  come. 
And,  for  God's  sake,"  he  ended,  in  a  tone  from 
which  all  ordinary  notes  had  gone,  "for  Gods 
sake,  stop  this  business  before  it  is  too  late ! 

There  was  a  terrible  strain  in  his  voice,  his  throat 
twitched,  his  lean  hands  gripped  his  knees  like 
claws.  ,  ,  ,, 

Then,  with  a  few  more  words,  he  rose  and  an 
them.  Famous,  high  in  the  world,  brilliant,  and 
a  broken  melancholy  man  !  .      ,j  , 

Some  such  thought  must  have  come  to  tht  ewer 
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gone  from  them  "^^°  ''^^  ''"*  lately 

the' mS  ScKtraitsthS  T" '^"^^"^  "^  °^ 
has  to  show.  Iro„"S  in"^*''''  ""^"""^  ^°^'d 
recm.  with  ever-inS^/fr!::''  ^''.°"^  '^Wch 
and  turmoil  of  mod"™  ,ifl  ^'''"""=J'  '"  *»>«  swirl 

The  silence  was  brolcpn   k.,  - 
on  the  part  of  the  JouS'aSst  ^  He'd?''" /l*^"'^^ 
back  from  his  T^nTTlo  sSaf  If/  ""'r'' 
prepared  to  discuss  fh«  k    •      ^^     '  ^"^  *»*  "P. 
him  with  RoS  '^""""'^  *•'''=''  ^^y  ''^fore 

he'lS''  '"'^°"'"^^°^"'  '"y  dear  boy?. . 

■'allmySsl^ra::^^"  l'^^  "^^^^^  ^ 
or  two  durine  the  aftArT^  .     '"'^  ^*  ^n  editor 

'or  the  puKt^^fofaC^sif'"*'""^  "'•'""•» 
'5.    he  continued   "th,t^  jesuJts-provided.  that 

•Weornec:^'.    JSo^STtV  t"  ^^  ^''-- 

th*  public  int^S;;   burS'sLette'  ""'■  " 
lire  same  time,  we  must 
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remember  the  extremely  delicate  nature  of  the 
whole  thing.  Curiously  enough,  in  the  current 
number  of  Truth,  there  is  a  veiled  reference  to  what 
is  going  on.    Listen  to  this — 

Some  yeani  ago,  when  I  had  occasion  to  make  a 
few  remarks  on  the  Mahatma  craze,  I  said  it  was,  at 
least,  harmless.  It  could  not  do  anybody  much  harm, 
and  acted  as  a  sort  of  aperient  dose  for  a  large  number 
of  the  people  who  require  a  nonsense  pill  before  they 
-»re  capable  o£  assimilating  any  intangible  truth  what- 
ever. An  esoteric  society,  which  is  merely  run  as  a 
fad  for  the  people  who  are  ready  to  swallow  anything 
for  the  purpose  of  passing  the  time,  is  not  such  a  very 
terrible  thing  after  all,  though  it  is  fair  game  for 
anybody  who  comments  upon  the  f oUics  of  the  day  with 
his  tongue  in  his  cheek. 

A  man  who  is  merely  a  "quack"  in  a  legal  or 
technical  sense  stands  on  a  totally  different  footing 
from  a  man  who  is  a  quack  in  the  sense  that  he  is  a 
humbug,  a  swindler,  or  a  cheat.  The  promulgation  of 
Astral  nonsense  does  not  make  men  or  women  quacks 
in  that  sense.  But  now  and  then  we  come  across 
astute  and  unscrupulous  opportunists,  who  victimise 
the  silly  and  impressionable  section  of  society  in  quite 
another  way. 

Rumours  reach  me,  at  the  present  moment,  of  some 
very  extraordinary  proceedings  in  a  certain  mansion  in 
the  Berkeley  Square  district.  It  is  not  my  business 
to  comment  upon  the  private  doings  of  people  who 
wish  to  employ  their  time  in  any  erase  or  hobby,  but 
when  these  doings  lead  to  far-reaching  results,  then 
it  is  the  journalist's  duty  to  investigate.  It  is  not 
necessary  to  say  any  more  at  present.  I  will  merely 
state  that  some  members  of  my  staff  are  investigating 
a  series  of  circumstances  and  pretensions  which  on 
the  face  of  them  seem  very  extraordinary  indeed. 

In  a  week  or  two  I  hope  to  publish  the  results  ot 
my  enquiries. 
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Now,  what  do  you  think  of  thaf  p  '•  t  n    ,. 

"Obviously  our'n^an  ..lt5tswSd"'.?tl't 
II  Truth  IS  on  the  war  natj,    *i     "  .*"'"*<i .      but 
forus  to  go  out  too"   ^*'''  "'''*  '^  "^  "««sity 
Well,   we   have   promised  "   T„ii-  „i, 
and  the  thine  aooeak  *!?  ''''  answered, 

obviously  all  "„  a'^al  Z,"'VTl''''^y-  "  » 
hibition  of  hysteria  ^T  ^^f,  '^^^^e  ex- 
the  millionaiS'^fe  tft^^to^tf '  house-when 
infernal  harps  "  *''''  •""""=  °^  those 

time,  in  the  interestTnf  T  T*!^"^  '"  giving  the 
it  is  fairly  obSL?iL%^°"fr^^^^^^       "^^^"^ 

at  the  bo'ttomTtt'lfoieX^LTat"'*" 
*nusi  go.    Sir   Mirho^i    iir    •  r^^'  ^°  'hat  man 

upon  if.    The  fSol      a"S  an.  '^   *'*!.""'"'''^ 
"  W«»  nnii  .„  *    c     ,f  P^"  *""  a  scoundrel  " 

Tuiio^^r^e:^irs:°-r^.^^"*"«'" 
StSrco^irerer^""- 

«oandVi^:Sdre^^r-'^'    "«-    ^^fs 

thoughranrdouMs  of  V^'  ''"^^  ^"  ^''^^ 
the  rest  of  the  time  t^fl  ill  '"°™"»'  ^*^  ^P^"' 
pleasure,  that  ZJ^JT^J^  °"*  "^  the  supreiTest 

^^.^Pla3jS*gStTSl^^^^^^  ^''- 

-i:iorat^":Kir^^  r'"«  ^*  *  -^" 

*"  the  fudge"  house      '"'*  ''"'  ^"'«  °^  *he  haU 
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it 


It  was  about  nine  o'clock  in  the  evening. 

The  lights  were  low,  but  a  glowing  fire  threw  a 
riickering  radiance  on  the  heavy  curtains  over  the 
windows,  the  copper  bowls  of  winter  flowers,  the 
mirror  above  the  mantel.  Every  point  of  metal 
in  the  room  caught  and  reflected  the  flames  till  it 
was  filled  with  odd  lights  and  shadows,  which,  in 
the  strained  state  of  their  nerves,  seemed  bizarre 
and  unreal. 

There  was  an  unpleasant  sense  of  espionage  in 
the  situation.  Roland  felt  it  especially.  He  did 
not  like  it.  He  felt  that  he  was  theie  on  some 
detective  and  unworthy  business,  and  the  whole 
thing  fretted  him.  Still,  the  excitement  of  the 
moment  was  not  to  be  shaken  off,  and  he  could  see 
that  Tulloch  was  no  less  powerfully  affected  by 
it  than  he  himself  was. 

Sir  Basil's  valet  was  waiting  in  the  hall  outside, 
looking  through  one  of  the  narrow  windows  by 
the  side  of  the  door  which  commanded  the  lamp- 
lit  steps  outside.  Suddenly  the  man  came  noise- 
lessly into  the  room. 

"  Mr.  Debendro  is  coming,  gentlemen,"  he  said, 
"  Mr.  England's  carriage  has  just  driven  up.  If 
you  will  allow  me  I  will  turn  the  lights  out,  then 
you  can  see  Mr.  Debendro  without  being  seen. 
His  Lordship  thought  that  would  be  best." 

There  was  a  click  as  he  pressed  the  electric  switch, 
and  immediately  Roland  and  Tulloch  stood  waiting 
in  the  glow  of  the  fire  alone.  They  saw  the  butlei 
walk  pompously  over  the  carpeted  floor  of  the  hall 
— though  they  had  heard  no  sound  of  a  bell. 

He  opened  the  door.    There  was  a  sudden  influx 
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heavily  muffled  Xrs  2jt'  '^'^-  *  ^^^  ""^^ 
^th  considerable  deSn«bvr  k""*.?  *'*''  ''=" 
footman  who  had  joined Tm  "^  *  ''""''  ^^  « 
Jhe  footman  helped  the  stranger  to  take  off  his 

haSpets  d^  oJirr"*-  '"^^'^  *°-^^  *"« 

two    spies    were   stanJ^.    h      fM^"™'  ^^^"^  '^e 
and  ashamed.  ^    breathless,    motionle-s. 

Then  the  man  turned  round. 

for .  mid,  ,„,  S^;Lt  ST,.'"'" .'"'  •*«' 

ttar.  .(to  ISio""  "'■PP^n-.i  fr«»  U,.  mZ 
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He  switched  on  the  Ughts  and  gently  closed  the 

"^'"^That's  'im,  gentlemen,"  he  remarked,  with 
the  air  of  a  showman  who  has  done  his  duty.  _ 
Then  his  eyes  feU  upon  the  faces  of  his  masters 
guests,  and  he  started  in  surprise  at  what  he  saw. 
To  this  humble  member  of  the  Confraternity 
of  the  Holy  Ghost,  Roland  Speke  represented 
aU  that  was  august  and  wonderful. 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  sir."  he  said,  "but  you 
look  very  unwell.    Can  I  get  you  anytlung  ? 

"  No  no,"  Roland  said,  "  I'm  all  right,  thank 
vou.  I-that  is  we-I-er-you  may  go  now, 
thank  you  very  much.  Tell  Sir  Basil  that  we  are 
quite  satisfied,  and  shaU  have  some  news  to  com- 
municate to  him  before  very  long." 

The  man  went  away. 

Both  Roland  and  Tulloch  had  brought  their 
overcoats  with  them  into  the  mommg-room.  They 
put  them  on  hurriedly.  „ 

"  Let's  get  out  of  this  as  quickly  as  possible, 
Roland  said.    "  Where  shaU  we  go  ?  " 

"  All  my  clubs  are  too  far  away,"  Tulloch  said, 
"and  I  am  not  at  home  in  this  district.  Lets 
find  the  nearest  bar." 

They  went  out  of  the  great  nch  house,  and, 
turning  down  a  side  street  at  right  angles  to  the 
park,  soon  found  a  hostelry  much  frequented  by 
the  butlers  and  upper  servants  of  the  district 

Pushing  open  some  swing  doors,  over  which  hung 
a  lamp  be^ng  the  legend,  "Saloon  Bar."  they 
entered  a  quiet  room  with  red  plush  seats  and  a 
counter  with  gleaming  glasses  and  copper-bound 
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ums  of  spirits  upon  it.  The  plump  and  prosperous- 
looking  manageress  of  the  establishment  greeted 
them  with  a  civil  smile.  Tulloch  ordered  something 
or  other,  and  the  friends  sat  down  by  the  side  of  a 
fias-fire  and  looked  strangely  into  each  other's 
eyes. 

"  Now,  Roland,"  Tulloch  began  in  a  thick,  agitated 
whisper,  "  what  does  all  this  mean  ?  You  have 
the  keys  of  the  situation,  you  know  more  about 
It  thai.  ^1  But  there  is  no  doubt  about  it  whatever, 
that  the  man  we  saw  just  now  is  the  man  who  ran 
away  from  us  on  the  night  of  Lady  Honoria's  party. 
Such  a  personality  is  quite  unmistakeable— you 
heard  him  speak  to  the  butler— it  was  the  same  voice 
even.  You  will  remember  also,  that  the  next  day 
you  told  me  the  story  of  how  you  had  met  the  same 
man  in  Devonshire  when  Gertrude  was  bitten  by 
the  adder.    You  told  me  his  name,  but  I  forget  it." 

"  Mordaunt." 

"  Yes,  that  was  it.  The  owner  of  that  old  deserted 
Tudor  mansion.  The  fellow  who  was  so  kind  to 
you  and  Gertrude.  What  can  all  this  mean  ? 
You  are  succoured  by  a  polite,  elderly  gentleman 
in  the  wilds  of  Devon,  five  or  six  years  ago.  You 
meet  the  same  man  on  a  winter's  night  in  London 
after  all  that  time.  He  doesn't  seem  to  know 
you,  and  you  address  him  by  name.  He  turns 
and  flies  from  you  down  a  London  street  like  a 
hunted  hare.  You  find  the  same  man  again,  as 
an  honoured  guest  in  your  uncle's  house,  and  as 
an  impostor  of  the  darkest  and  most  sinister  type. 
He's  haying  an  abominable  influence  on  society, 
and  is  being  run  by  a  notorious  and  decadent  young 
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fool,  together  with  a  scoundrelly  doctor  who's  01 
the  verge  of  a  shameful  breakdown.  What  doe 
all  this  mean  ?  " 

Roland  shook  his  head. 

He  had  no  words  left.  His  pulses  were  thumpini 
like  suddrn  drums.  He  could  not  think  coherently 
The  shock  of  it  all  was  so  great. 

The  stout  lady  of  the  bar  came  round  from  behinc 
it,  carrying  two  glasses  in  her  hands. 

"  You  gentlemen's  forgot  your  drinks,"  she  sail 
with  motherly  insistence. 

Roland  took  the  proffered  tumbler.  Here  ai 
least  was  a  concrete  fact,  for  which  he  couldn't 
be  sufficiently  grateful  at  such  a  moment.  Hi 
drank  eagerly,  with  a  muttered  word  of  thanks. 

"  Cheer  up,  dearie,"  the  good  woman  said,  rattlinf! 
the  heavy  bracelets  on  her  wrists,  "  better  lu(  .■ 
next  time.  The  'orsc  that  goes  down  to-day  rr 
trot  in  to-morrow,  and  at  a  price  that  will  ma.  .e 
up  for  a  week  of  bloomers ;  though  racing's  a  mug's 
game,  as  I  alwajrs  tells  my  'usband." 

Roland  was  rather  lost  in  these  crjrptic  utterances, 
but  the  wily  TuUoch  was  perfectly  at  home. 

"  He'll  be  better  in  a  minute,"  he  said  confi- 
dentially. "  'Chasing  isn't  like  the  flat,  and  you 
never  know  youi  ack.  Leave  him  to  me  for  half- 
an-hour." 

The  good  lady  withdrew,  after  a  compassionate 
smile  at  the  good-looking  young  man  v/ho  seemed 
so  upset. 

Roland  smiled  faintly. 

"  The  whole  thing,"  he  said,  "  knocked  me  down 
for  a  minute.    Now  what  are  we  to  do  ?  " 
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•Obviously,"  TuUoch  answered,  "the  very  first 
move  ,n  the  game  is  to  go  down  to  IJfra^mte 
Can  you  find  the  house  again.  Roland  '  " 

"  v.:^"'  ■!  "Ha  '""  ^  •=''"'•'•  "  't  »  still  there." 

Very  well   then,   we  shall  find  out   somethmg 

here-somethmg  to  go  on.    There  is  a  mail  trZ 

V^  .h!!*""  ""^'^  '*"r  P-^dington  at  mid..ight 
We  shaU  arrive  at  Ilfracml*  early  on  Sunday 
monung,  and  have  a  whole  day  to  investigate 

t  .s  now  nearly  ten.    We  have  time  to  take  a  cab 
home,  pack  a  kit-bag.  and  be  at  Paddington  to 
catch  the    ram.    Pull  yourself  together,  eld  man 
and  we  wUl  start  at  once."  ' 

*  *  •  •  • 

I  ^"  **'"  y«=''rs.  when  it  was  all  over,  and  they 
ooked  back  at  these  occurrences  as  dim,  forgotten 
.hings-yet  still  as  things  which  had  oice  had  a 
strange,  a  significant  influence  upon  their  lives- 
he  two  friends  never  forgot  certain  definite  scenes 
in  their  rush  to  find  the  truth  of  a  great  lie 

There  was.  for  instance,  the  arrival  at  Paddington 
as  the  bells  of  London  were  tolling  midnight 

There  was  the  great  station-empty  of  its  usual 

ustle-bereft  of  iu  hurrying  muldtudes,  4mi„g 

Jent  under  the  wan  and  ghostly  light  of  the  J 

lamps.    It  was  a  strange  hour.    As  yet  the  great 

''^.rrf  '"l  ^"^''^  "^  "°*  «"«''  -th'^^h 

fonf    V   ^'  'T  P^^"«"^  '''''  promenaded 
he  long  vsta  of  echoing -platform  were  muffled 

Th,  wJ^°f  f,'  ^'^'  ^'^'^'^'  *«™«d  half  asleep 
The  book-stdls  the  rooms  of  refreshment-^ 
the  places  which  are  so  contributive  to  the  life 
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of  the  terminus  in  day— were  blind  and   cIomc 
It  was  all  forlorn — wan   and   {orlorn,  and  over 
all   brooded   the   suggestion   that   thcv   were   me 
who  were  setting  out  upon  an  adveiiiire  and  wh 
knew  not  how  it  would  end. 
They  always  remembciri!  tliat. 
Then  there  was  the  long,  sinuous,  and  easy  motio 
of  the  great  machine  that  tore  through  the  nighi 
sometimes  purring  hke  an  enormous  cat,  and  othei 
shrieking  in  the  ecstasy  of  its  own  power.      Th 
dawn,  coming  with  ragged,  leaden  clouds,  fringin 
the  fale  rays  of  a  sun   which   seemed  almost  t 
Jtipair  of  rising  upon  such  a  storm-tossed,  winte 
.vorld. 

Exeter — the  one  refreshment  room  open— tired 
anaemic  girls,  with  straggling  hair  and  sulki 
mouths,  pouting  with  the  desire  of  sleep,  serving 
them  with  coffee  in  a  mute  and  una\'niling  protesi 
against  the  tyranny  which  called  them  from  warn 
beds  upon  such  a  cheerless  Sabbath  mom.  Tin 
httle  lonely,  empty  train  which  went  clanking  down 
the  line  to  windy  Barnstaple.  The  Devon  orchards, 
remembered  in  blossoms,  in  grateful  heat,  in  pini* 
and  white  and  green— now  bare  and  stark,  with  iron 
branches  against  the  windy,  pewter-coloured  sky. 

And  then,  after  the  wide  pool  with  its  whistling, 
early  awakened  sea-birds — its  long  bridge  and  grey 
sleeping  town — the  run  to  the  little  winter  watering- 
place  among  the  swelling  and  rounded  bosoms  of 
the  hills.  No  longer  did  they  see  those  green  and 
gracious  contours,  which  charm  the  eye  and  fill 
the  heart  with  hope  of  a  laughing  summer  sea, 
when  they  are  to  be  ended  and  slip  towards  ttie 
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•torn,   raging  from  ardiffV;.?    ^'"""''«  °'  «''« 
ward  Hofto^HalS  it     "-"""y'  ^~™  W"'' 

to  the  htT  Vt'^.l'Sf  r^  '""^"'■"^  -"« 
bags,  passing  tl  em  «    h      ''  P'''^'''  **">  '*»  drab 

°W  porter,  the  cold  and  chill  hl^  .K'-"">bling 

they  were  shown-th^^^ii  ^^'"P"^'  wto  which 
it  aU.  which  'Z  awavT'\H"**  •^"'=°'"'°'*  <" 
l«t  vestige  of  keenneM  *hT  iT  '"♦"'Prise  the 
No  longer  did  tS  fed  t£.  T  ''^''"^  °'  '°'"^«- 
high  mfssion  for  tTe  gold  o/sJS--J«t  "Pon  a 
benefit  of  a  family  It  ai  .  "^'^'^  *"d  *he  private 
a  mockery.  And  hevILl  T""*?  '^""'  ^'^did- 
own  vision.  s«med  bin?  f  i''*"'  '^^"'^'"^d  «  their 
figures  of  fi,r         '^'^''egled  wayfarers  and  twin 

s^es  Of  a^u.m:;:,rrii:c°tir  "••*'  ^'' 
re£tio'r"   '"'   "''*   '"""•'   '^'    '^^   -ment   of 

P^^iuS:;;:tiX^^^"'''   -^   their 
;je  bare  C.^'^Jm'^th'ThXTS  '""^ 

things.  ''"'^  '"™*"'  «"  brown  and  wilted 

th'llir 'tuT;"„^""  ""'^  '"^^y  --  -t  before 
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They  would  remember  their  feet  upon  the  gravel 
pathway,  the  breaking  of  the  winter  weeds  beneath 
them,  and  their  sorrowful  entry  into  the  draughty, 
whistling  hall  of  the  deserted  house. 

And,  lastly,  the  dying  Indian,  crooning  his  last 
farewell  for  his  dead  master,  telling  them  in  hard 
and  hurried  sentences,  wracked  with  the  steel 
cough  of  the  Eastern  man  vihose  lungs  are  frozen 
by  unfriendly  airs,  how  and  why  the  great  im- 
posture had  been  planned. 

These  were  the  memories  Ronald  Speke  and 
Angus  Evan  Tulloch  always  shared  together. 


CHAPTER   IV. 

DISMISSAL  OP  CERTAIN  ANGELS. 

The  devotees  were  growing  in  n-mber. 

.  J^tfK  '^  ^-  Ninian  Newton  put  it  with 
a  chuckle.  "  was  coming  in  " 

There  could  be  no  doubt  about  it.  Debendro 
Natji^  Tagore  was  doing  all  that  he  had  me^? 

It  was  known  on  all  sides  that  in  a  week  or  two 
the  new  holy  book  of  the  reconstituted  Brllu^o 
Somaj  was  to  be  placed  in  the  hands  of  the  ^^ 
of  the  church  and  its  Master  »"pies 

wpfrt?^^  '^,  ^"^  ^^*-  stupendous  secrets 
were  to  be  revealed.  For  the  iiret 7ime  in  hTtorv 
a  grammar  of  the  Unseen  was  to  be  placid  i^  the 
ands  of  the  initiate,  and  then,  oh^  then"  t 
Master  ,m  to  show  all  who  were  worthy  how  thev 
ako  m,ght  be  as  he  was.  do  what  he  had  done 
|md  nse  from  death  as  he  had  risen  from  it     Even 

cou?/  L°  °"*  J?is'^'''eved  in  the  miracle.  There 
Z^l.^  "°  *"^"^^  Po^ible.  They  had  ^^ 
^"th  the.r  own  eyes,  tuey  *««„.  ^  "**" 

The  .ramediate  result  of  belief  in  the  doctrines 
3JS 
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and  esoteric  power  of  Debendro  Nath  Tagore  was 
an  agreeable  rout— if  only  a  temporary  one— of 
the  imp  Conscience.  One  could  pursue  one's 
pleasant  lusts  now  with  perfect  immunity.  The 
stem  bogey  God,  with  His  horrible  tomb— and  the 
penal  appartus  afterwards— He  was  a  myth  after 
all,  like  Zeus  in  Lempriere !  And  what  a  comfort 
that  was. 

Debendro  was  going  to  make  everything  right ; 
one  need  die  for  no  longer  than  one  took  gas  at  the 
dentist's,  ous  would  wake  up  "  feeling  ever  so  much 
better,  don't  you  know,"  and  begin  all  over  again. 

A  wave  of  madness  had  fallen  over  these  people 
who  knew  so  little  of  God's  ordinances.  It  must 
not  be  lost  sight  of  that  they  were  all  thoroughly 
ignorant  from  a  spiritual  point  of  view,  as  ignorant 
as  owls.  They  simply  could  not  realise  what  the 
Incarnation  meant.  They  had  no  Faith,  nor  had 
they  a  philosophy,  to  teU  them  of  the  logical  con- 
sequences of  this  material  immortality,  provided 
such  a  thing  could  be.  They  only  thought  that  now 
they  might  eat,  drink,  and  lust  in  their  own  refined 
and  exquisite  way  without  end  and  without  fear. 

Newton  and  his  chief  were  far  too  astute  to  admit 
a  sane  brain  into  the  ranks  of  worshippers.  The 
vowed  secrecy  of  the  band,  broken  as  it  was,  of 
course,  often  enough,  was  yet  a  safeguard  against 
the  intrusion  of  a  hostile  element. 

Debendro  claimed  royal,  or  even  higher  honours. 
There  was  a  ritual  surrounding  him.  He  held 
mysterious  courts,  when  women  worshipped  him. 
Newton  was  arch-priest,  while  the  bland  and  smiling 
figure  of  Humphrey  England  was  never  far  away. 
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exquisite  joy  as  he  n.  ^"^  S'^^"   ^^   such 

Cheerful  .L\Z,^  ^Z  SS^th"^^  "^'^^ 
0  his  environment.  The  itfiT.r  ..""^  "y^^^y 
h-  roof  in  Berkeley  Sq„t^%f!,,''°«^d  under 
sengers.      embassi^..      ^visitors  ''°""  ™^- 

Humphrey  felt  his  houseTIs  th.  TT  .  ^"""^"S- 
verse,  had  become  thf  «f  ^  ''"''  °^  *h«  ""i- 
the  fountain  of  ^rutj  w^  1  h 'P?*/'°™   "'''^^ 

stiJ  ootids;"- J  I^:  ^'^^  young  .an  was 

flavoured    with^hast'en'^  ^y    Z'"  "'  ^^^"^ 
gracious  and  beautiful  h»  i^"..^^"^    ^^re    the 

msupplicafonnow  ""S^'/^'^  '^"*  *°  him 
Humphrey  ?  "    •■  ok    r  '^'*^,«=an  I  see  the  Master 

revektion-andisA.'w;ir"  '°T1^  '^'  "«t 
are  aU  to  be  gathered  togeiher  on  tk  T  '''**  ^« 
the  Master  }  "  and  so  of  Thursday  to  hear 

That   the   picture   is   hv 
every  student  of  London  lif^/  "^u"'   °^«^<Jrawn 
years  will  readily  ^'e"  LZ  ''''  '^*  *^«"'y 
of  social  fact  will  le^f  ihe  n     !^  "'"'^  '^">'^» 
•nent  rather,  atTharp^mt     ^    ''""''  "'  '^'  **^te- 

-^'^  K'SLf':;'  r?-:    H«    analyses, 
philosophy,  he  Cn^  to  find\     "'"""  ^^^^^^  "^ 

All  these  women  flL*K.   *  '"'"'"•  '^^>«- 
them  in  thr^Wp  of  m '!; '"^'^  ^^^^  ^ad  joined 

^Stis^S^^^ 
«^-own.feo;Sf^L---Vttyf^i 
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it    a    most    glorious,    varied,    and   many-colovired 
(east. 

^\'cll-bo^n,  wealthy,  with  keen  palates  for  pleasure, 
all  the  best  that  the  whole  world  could  give  was 
theirs  to  make  experience  of  and  to  enjoy.  For 
some  years  they  took  with  both  hands.  Every 
sense  was  gratified,  and  young  bodies,  brains, 
and  blood  revelled  in  an  arcana  ci  pure  delight. 
God  was  forgotten— save  as  a  subject  for  artistic 
treatment,  women  talxing  of  "That  wonderful 
ivory  Christ  at  Christie's,  early  Florentine,  you 
know." 

Women  who  pursue  this  life  of  ceaseless  pleasure, 
this  abnormal  life,  cannot  endure  any  absence 
from  the  race  after  it. 

They  would  not  have  children.  The  husbands 
who  had  purchased  these  beautiful  animals  did  not 
want  to  see  them  damaged  by  the  racking  pains  of 
Nature.  The  husbands  concurred.  Nature  was  out 
of  date,  God  was  forgotten.  Dr.  Ninian  Newton 
arrived  with  his  little  black  bag  and  hideous  wisdom. 
He  told  the  gay  ladies  what  the  unscrupulous 
chemists  of  London  and  the  Provinces  were  telling 
their  poorer  sisters  of  tenement  and  slum. 

All  went  well  until  the  recurring  delights  of 
fashionable  life  began  to  pall  upon  jaded  bodies, 
which  were  constantly  endeavouring  to  get  into 
correspondence  with  Nature  and  were  constantly 
being  thwarted  by  warped  and  distorted  brains. 

The  contest  produced  a  definite  physical  state, 
well-known  to  competent  doctors,  well  defined  by 
them.  The  mind  once  more  took  its  colour  from 
the  state  of  the  body,  which  in  early  health  it  had 


BISMISSAl  OF  CERTAM  ANGELS     33, 

The  Ideal  was  still  thprc     ti 
the  Cross  hung  i„  the  skv  nJ  I      '  ^  ^*   ^''^• 
sistent  knocking  soundei^a?  th/ 7'^^'  '"'^  ?"' 
conditions  of  hearinrthf  a       ^  ^°°'-    ^"t  the 

Tied  and  Cd  g  tt    chEfT  r"^^''- 
men  and  women  could  nnn„  ,*''"'""  '"'^s,  these 

Nor  did  they  want  t„  1  °''  themselves, 

were  offeredVcod  '*^"  *^'  ''™'  ^^'^^ 

They  wanted  to  wallow  nnt.i  ♦!     . 
and  then  to  be  turned  Lofn  .  "  ^^*  ™°'"''"*' 
Divine  conjuring  tS  ^  "'""  ^"^^^'^  ''y  » 

with  his  Ninan  Newton    h«w    '"t""'    ^^^^"''r'' 
And.   behold,    the?e   in     '^P'^^y  ^"eland  J 
from  the  radiai^ce  oTfhrr  ^^°   *"™^''   away 

eagerly  to  S'or^^'^Jr^"-.  '--d  ''^^ 
round  with  the  coS^arShl'  ^P**^  themselves 
-"ight  go  on  doingSSv  LTr'^r  '^''  '^'V 
•t  would  all  come'rSriJf  tlTe  S  ^'^'^  ^^^  ^^^^ 

-Pentan^'an?  tirias't'ti  ''""\^  '^^^^'^^'^ 
"Backstairs!"  ^'^^'"6   ^ope   of   the 

GhoSirSy^iriSs"""''^*^"*^  »^  '''«  Holy 

men  who  ^^V^f  ^^"^^  ^^''''^  ^"■"en! 

«w  far  and  loved  our  Lord,  found  u,; 


I 


:'Mij 


340  FIRST  IT  WAS  ORDAINED. 

immediate  check  and  bar  in  the  progress  of  their 
diificult  and  delicate  work. 

Men  and  women  who  were  beginning  to  listen, 
beginning  perhaps  to  have  some  glimmering  of  the 
shame  and  evil  of  the  hideous  things  they  had  been 
doing,  fell  back  easily  and  quickly  into  the  old  paths. 

A  strong  force,  subtle,  secret,  and  invisible  was 
at  work.  Society,  at  any  rat',  this  section  of  it, 
was  going  back.  More,  it  was  developing  a  powerful 
and  active  hostility  to  the  Confraternity.  Ninian 
Newton  was  leaving  no  stone  unturned  in  his  efforts 
to  overthrow  the  influence  and  work  of  the  Con- 
fraternity. 

He  was  a  villain  without  a  sense  of  proportion, 
always  the  most  futile  kind  of  villain  to  be.  Nor 
had  he  even  a  sense  of  humour.  He  had  not  the 
slightest  conception  of  the  power  and  force  of 
Christianity  in  England.  He  saw  his  own  imme- 
diate and  tiny  circle  and  imagined  it  was  a  zone. 

As  has  been  said,  the  Doctor  had  no  sense  of 
humour— though  ladies  vowed  he  had  a  pretty 
wit.  He  could  see  nothing  grimly  ironic  in  the 
spectacle  of  a  sly  and  sensual  rogue,  always  on  the 
verge  of  detection,  going  up  against  one  of  the 
foremost  Christian  organisations  of  the  day— Ninian 
Newton  contra  mundum  optimum,  the  neo-Mal- 
thusian  and  abortionist,  trying— as  Heine  says  some- 
where—trying to  bore  a  hole  through  Mont  Blanc 

with  a  boiled  carrot ! 

•  *  *  *  • 

Debendro,  now  definitely  and  easily  "  The  Master," 

was  holding  a  reception  or  court.    The  function 

bad  begun  at  midnight  in  Berkeley  Square. 
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hung  with  tapestry  on  Xh^tt    '     !•'"  *"  *P^ 

°^.:ntyi:r'"^r-^^^ 

had  wished  toTec^'itreH„"T^'"^y  ="«J^d 
but  the  Masterhad  reft"      To    .'"■  ^'l.<=-"°Py. 

^^he^e^otrirFr"^^"^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

filed  before  tK^^J^or 'Xl^S  T"""^' 
cuduons.  telling  their  secre^troSL  "S  ^^  °" 
the  most  initiate,  the  more  laxgS  favou^r  ^'' 

-d  the  assemWed  XcSrSLd'T  °^^  '^"-• 
the  hymn  of  the  Brahm?£maT  '  '""^  '" 

The  air  was  hot  with  Eastern  i>»rfn^«„  *u  , 
hghts  set  in  the  dome-shaD«l  r^f  ?!  *^'  ^^^  ^^* 
and  uncertain  light^p^„  £  Z  ''^*  ^'*=^«™S 
throng.  It  seemed  ^"i  .f  f'^"^  ^"<* 'hysterical 
needed  to  set^hTL  d'"''^  '''"*  ''"*  ''«le  was 
in   a    fa^tSic    Dt^U'^'i'^""""^  ^^'^  whirling 

Oriental  deSj  oJSn  a^dV'    '^''''^'    ^^ 

Mrs.  En,ii7v2srstoorrTrr- 

Benares  curtains   whi^i,   i   ,  '"°"    "V    the    heavy 
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lUs 


but  wore  a  long  Jdmono-wrap  of  thin  black  silk 
over  the  whiteness  of  her  neck  and  arms  and  the 
gleaming  brilliants  in  her  hair. 

She  was  talking  to  a  hooded  Eastern  figure, 
suggesting  in  its  poise  of  secrecy  and  alert  attention 
the  minion  of  some  princess  at  a  bal  masque  in  the 
Louvre,  when  sinister  things  were  done  by  king 
and  cardinal. 

A  smooth,  purring  whisper,  which  could  only 
be  heard  by  the  person  to  whom  it  was  addressed, 
came  from  under  the  cowl.  The  voice  was  Dr. 
Ninian  Newton's  voice. 

"  Very  well,"  Emily  Verschmidt  whispered  back, 
"at  three.  Angelique  will  be  waiting  and  will 
let  you  in." 

"  You  are  sure  ?  " 

"Of  course,  of  course.  Mr.  Verschmidt  is  in 
Paris,  and  will  not  reach  Charing  Cross  till  four 
in  the  afternoon." 

The  hooded  figure  gUded  away  through  the  moving 
dusk. 
Emily  Verschmidt  pulled  the  heavy  poriiire  aside. 
At  that  moment  a  single  electric  sun  began  to 
glow  out  with  a  red  light  in  the  uome.  Its  rays 
were  directed  upon  the  figure  of  Debendro  in  the 
apse.    He  had  risen. 

His  arms  were  uplifted  in  blessing,  his  eyes  were 
blazing,  sonorous  Sanscrit  words  vibrated  and  came 
bursting  from  his  hps. 

The  stolid  Indians  seated  round  the  walls  beat 
upon  their  drums  of  snake-skin,  the  crowd  of  people 
bent  low. 
Emily  saw  the  whole  thing  in  one  vivid  tableau. 
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it  s?" ;!':::?.  "^^'^  '•"  '^'"««'  ^«.  Shutting 

She  hastened  down  thu  n,;j» 

>»al]s  of  green  latti^work  T.f  ^'^'  ^'h  "» 

Her  feet,  in  their  sLZt  of  whr"'""  '"'=''"^'-- 
on  the  purple  and  vpiinV  *•"'*  **''"•  hissed 

on';h."'do:r  w^^tnSor  \'^'^ '-- 

«■  postage  stamp    »Slh  *  '?"'=''  •"eS«-  tl>an 

ingeniouf  artS^f  cSk"*^"';'''"'^^-    "y   some 
structure  in^oiate  '  ""'*''"'*  *''«  "massive 

She  iSSl[  '7tZ.Tt'  *°  ^  -^"^  ^"^  -- 

mo^^del^ht?^-  "rfcs^"^'-'''"  "-est  and 
immense  sltisfactio^ with  wh.hT"°*  *^  °^  ^^e 
Each  of  the  disciples  hTd  a  S-wKic^?"  '*  irf^'^"^- 
to  them  in  a  httle  serviJiA  ^^  *^  dehvered 

able  spice  wi Tur^IdTbi  "7  -»>•*  -nueh  valu- 
himself.  '  "^  I>ebendro  Nath  Tagore 

hot:tt  tsXiilirhetro"^  ^-  °^  t'^e 
world  of  a  wealthv  1 1^  K^^'*"P'^'=e  ordinary 
w.th  singularsuSLi^f "  "o-ehold-c.me  bac^ 

person.  To-ni^ht  ^wlf..  '"^/"^  ^"centred 
personal  affai^  ^t  Tad  ^""t  "l*"^  ™P-*-"t 
to  the  sensu.^  n.ummetnh'^"''''"^'^  ''^^^" 
behind  the  feck«l  dooT^be^ond  tTf  f  "^,  °" 
passage.  oeyond  the  rude,  silent 
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Butlers  and  lootmen  were  talking  together  in 
the  haU  in  guarded  tones.    The  trained  suavity 
of  their  professional  voices  was  not  quite  abandoned, 
but  the  shrewd  Cockney  was  more  apparent  than 
usual. 
She  heard  a  fragment  of  their  talk. 
"  I'd  give  a  bit,  Mr.  'Utchinson,  to  know  what's 
going  on  beyind  that  door." 
"  Peeping  Tom  never  came  to  no  good." 
"  When  I  was  in  Paris  with  'is  lordship  I  went 
to  a  place  w'ere  you  could  look  through  an  'ole 

in  the  wall,  and " 

"  'Ush  I    'ere's  someone  comin'." 
The  men  stood  up  respectfully. 
Hutchinson,    the    butler,    chosen    by    England 
because   of   his  extraordinary   complexion— which 
the  young  man  said  was  exactly  like  that  of  a 
duck's  egg,  seen  through  a  veil  of  black  gauze- 
came  up  bowing. 
"Is    my    brougham    here,    Hutchinson?"    slie 

said. 

"I  will  find  out,  ma'am,"  the  man  asnwered. 
"  Can  I  send  for  some  soup,  ma'am  ?  It  will 
come  in  a  moment.    The  night  is  very  cold." 

The  beautiful  girl  thanked  him  graciously.  She 
was  always  kind  to  servants,  the  one  habit,  she 
sometimes  said  rather  bitterly,  in  which  she  be- 
trayed an  upper  middle-class  origin. 

She  would  not  have  any  soup,  though  ;  as  a  man 
brought  her  heavy  sable  wraps  from  the  cloak- 
room, she  shivered  a  little. 

The  motor  brougham  was  at  the  door,  and  as  she 
passed  out  her  own  footman  ran  up  the  steps. 
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lessly'bet^lTL;:''*'  *"'  ''"  ''''  "="'-'»  -- 
Curtains    of   green    silk    were    pulled    over    th, 

^hout  a?«r.r''*  *r  '''°"^^'*  pounds-and 
witftout  a  jar  the  machine  started  and  bedTln 
move  sw,ftly  and  silently  towards  Park  S 

stmt's  7.^"  w  "i^^*  "^  ""^•^^'J  London  The 
streets  of  the  West  End  were  full  of  carriages   th^ 

:sanorid^:s  ^LhX^^  it -ti 

Tbo    'h'°*kT'"'  ^""^  °'  t''^  electric  force  ^ 

S  w«  ^r""  *°  ""''  P^"^^'  ^"-^  t°-  what  ? 
That  was  the  question  she  was  asking  h.rself 
The  woman's  thoughts  were  rioting  withSher 
Behmd  that  lovely   mask,  known  in  tv^lTpitds 

going  on.    Her  bram  was  a  battlefield. 

Deb^nHm       iT"f    *•""    "^y^'"    P^^tences    of 

See  TI^°  1-^°°''  "^  '°°"  ^  «h«  had  left  the 
place,  pese  did  not  trouble  her.  She  regarded 
the  whole  thing  from  iiret  to  last  as  one  oTtW 

gaTTu'ch"'  IT'"''':''  ^•'^"^•''"^  incideUS 
gave  such  a  bfe  as  she  was  leadine  and  liked  tr. 
ead  another  touch  of  colour  and  ^'nsTttr^ThS 
t  in  """;*  "'='""«  *•>*"  the  others,  and 
H^r  u'"*''P'"^"*  ^l*"-  But  that  wa^^l 
Her  thoughts  were  concerned  with  one  of  the 
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greatest  personal  problems  of  her  own  life— one 
of  the  greatest  that  had  ever  confronted  her. 

Emily  Wilson  was  the  daughter  of  a  colonel  in 
the  army,  who,  with  but  small  private  means,  had 
retired,  when  his  time  arrived  without  further  pro- 
motion, as  "General"  Wilson. 

The  soldier  lived  quietly  and  decorously  in  West 
Kensington  with  his  wife,  who  was  an  invalid  and 
a  saint,  and  his  two  daughters,  who  had  been  to 
school  in  Germany  and  were  now  at  home  and 
"out,"  enjoying  such  rather  ordinary  society  as 
their  father's  somewhat  limited  means  could  give 
them. 

Emily,  the  eldest,  was  lovely  and  ambitious. 
Lucile  was  pretty  and  perfectly  happy  wherever 
she  found  herself.  Lucile  married  a  captain  in  the 
Staff  Corps,  and  went  away  to  India,  returning 
after  two  years  with  a  beautiful  little  boy.  Emily 
refused  a  wealthy  young  stockbroker— Eton  and 
Oxford — a  soldier,  a  doctor,  and  a  barrister  in 
good  practice. 

Her  parents  applauded  her.  There  was  no  one 
good  enough  for  their  briUiant  and  wonderfully 
beautiful  daughter. 

The  girl  began  to  go  further  afield  than  the  old 
people  cared  to  go.  Her  aunt.  Lady  Linquest, 
took  her  up,  and  she  began  to  be  talked  about 
and  to  metit  a  class  of  people  quite  alien  from  the 
Kensington  society  at  home. 

The  little  Jew  financier  met  her.  His  abnormal 
ugliness  had,  of  course,  proved  no  bar  to  a  marriage 
with  the  greatest  beauty  and  some  of  the  highest 
birth  Europe  had  to  o&r.    But  he  had  never  been 
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dar-s.  which  keep,  tre  biee  o^P  vT  "''''^- 
and  true.  Mr.  '^ers  hm  dT^i'  ^"f"^''  ''^^weet 
milhonaire  who  drew  vastweTh  fro,  ""  '''^"*^ 
commercial   enterprise        h^  „  """''  «^«»t 

Finance,  the  aris^ocncv  o^th  °'  ^"  ^""^^ 
world,  the  world  whTcl  ru  es  pJ""'^  '  ^"'^'"« 
and  has  its  say  when  wSs Z.J^'L ^""^  ^^'""a- 
South  American  State!T«  to  L  k^^'^"'  ''^  «"='* 
put  into  revolution  ^  ^"S***-    '^"i.  or 

and  gentle  lady  fa^Tw  wl?!*^'  ^*  ^''"*  ^^^^  ^^eet 
-ckery  of  G^d^^^c^Le^t  T^'f  L'^tT 
^or^f-l.tr/'^-^'-  "'^  ^-^  4let1 
-5'^^?:o"LXm?   ,-le^r.'',^   Of  love 

at  West  Kensington  shf  had  priced  her  To  £'"T 
Try  and  love  him  "  she  h^H  .  k-  .  **  8°od. 
m«st  love  him  now  I  h.ve  h.^  J''^'"^-  " '^°'' 
him.  He  loves  you  ten^erTv  ^H  T^  "^^  ^'^ 
fcUow.    I  did  not  think  fh.f  ^^  "  ^  «<»d 

have  a   tender   heS^    Rnnl^^""^  ^  "<*  could 
dea.  a3  the  Jews'Told'callfe  rHi^.""-   '"'''' 
And  much  more  of  this  sweat.  unwiyw,sdom 
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did  the  pious  dying  lady  pour  into  the  ears  of  the 
hard-hearted  and  brilliant  girl— not  hard  at  that 
moment,  but  with  melting  heart  and  prayers  of 
remorse  and  penitence  fluttering  on  her  lips. 

And  one  other  thing  did  the  mother  whisper 
into  her  daughter's  ear. 

"  Some  day,  dearie,  God  may  give  you  a  Uttle 
one ;  then  "—there  are  words  so  sweet  and  holy 
that  the  pen  must  not  write  themi 

These  were  the  words  that  were  echoing  in  Emily 
Verschmidfs  ears  now,  as  the  silent  and  wonderful 
machine  bore  her  to  her  home. 

Suddenly  she  bent  forward  in  her  seat  and  pressed 
a  button  hidden  in  the  leather  cushions  of  the 
carriage.  A  flap  fell,  and  a  mirror  was  revealed, 
while  at  the  same  moment  a  tiny  <'''>ctric  light, 
shaded  by  a  silver  shell,  glowed  out    oove. 

Her  face  was  haggard  by  the  poignancy  of  her 
thought. 
She  saw  and  shuddered. 

Memory  came  pushing,  pushing  its  way  into 
her  mind. 

The  dying  saint,  with  God's  light  on  her  coun- 
tenance, the  gentle,  natural  hope  that  her  daughter 
should  go  the  way  and  know  the  pain  and  glory 
of  womanhood.    .    .    . 

Mrs.  Verschmidt  snapped  the  mirror  back. 
Mother  was  of  another  age  and  time.  No  one  had 
children  now  if  they  had  other  interests.  .  .  . 
Emil  was  ridiculous,  he  was  bourgeois  .  .  .  then 
there  was  the  dreary  illness,  when  one  would  be  out 
of  ever>-thing  ...  the  drag  on  one's  time  after- 
wards   .    .    , 
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"'"1  au  tne  power  nf  »,/>. 
her  distorted  ouC  upon  ,  fe'"'^^^'"*  °'  "^"d. 
struggled  with  the  sense  of  Ltt:  u    .  ''"^^'^  ^^ 
't;    with  a  deadly  fe^   !hT*''''.''°°'^-    She  feared 
yielding.    Sweet!  sS,l''f'''l^  ^^^^  she  was 

She  entered  her  ^at  L       "''^^^  '^^^^ 

and  bitter,  so  Kv  Ld  t""  "^'^u  ^  ^"=«  ^°  hard 
resolve  that  thevS^.^Jir'^'rl  '"  '*^  ^^^ 
and  endeavoured  to  Wde  ?h.  ^  ^"'i^  **  ^^^  >°ok 
felt  When  they  saw  he^tpl',  "'"^'^^  ''^  ^^^^^ 

are'^LS^  Jt^'r'^h"''  *°  ^'^^'^^  who 

aoSi;-3S?--=: 
-»^t:bSS^^---- 

discour^  for  a  ti^e  "^"^   ^^^^   confidential 

Nernt^1,r£?L*;j --*"!  ^-  Ninian 
Park  raihngs.    And   Anili  ^      "^  S'""™  hy  the 

o^he  nians^on  ^d  letS^ii;:  ""^"'^   ""'  ^""'^ 


CHAPTER   V. 


[J 


EXIT  A  BEAUTY  AND  A  BKAST. 

Dr.  Ella  Low  lived  in  Fart's  Court  with  two 
sisters,  one  of  whom  was  an  mvalid  aird  the  other 
a  nursing  sister  among  the  poor  of  that  quarter. 
There  was  a  brother  also,  vrho  held  a  post  in  the 
Egyptian  Antiquities  Department  at  the  Museum, 
a  dreamy  youth,  whose  thoughts  were  always  far 
away  with  hawk-faced  kings  and  princesses  who 
went  down  the  NUe  in  royal  barges  to  the  drone 
of  the  syrinx  and  the  clank  of  the  sistra,  many 
thousands  of  years  before  our  Lord  came  to 
Palestine. 

The  invalid  girl  kept  the  house  and  lo<d(ed  after 
the  servants,  for  the  Doctor  had  no  time  for  domestic 
affairs. 

But  busy,  famous,  and  occupied  as  this  good 
woman  was,  she  found  an  inexpressible  sweetness 
in  the  quiet  things  of  home,  the  well-ordered  com- 
fort of  it,  the  love  and  admiration  that  her  sisters 
and  brother  gave  lier. 

Money  was  the  last  thing  thought  of  in  that 
household,  though  there  was  no  lack  of  it,  yet  the 
large  earnings  of  the  Doctor  meant  that  when  >1h 
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s^sSn^  tK  ''^"'^  "  '"^"*  ^''^  °'  t^o  at  home 
she  spent  them  m  rooms  that  were  beautiful 

B^t:Vf^^J:W'  ^"™"^d  the 
octagon^oak    table    s  "  f "'  °'  *^  '^'^  ^  "^t^^ 

^T!rir:^-«7--Ste™ir 

foMhTDocto;/'^  '"^^"^  ^'^'^^'  --  .--ng  out 
tJ^^'^^'^   nothing    mascuhne    about    the    dk 

strength-not  masculine  aLum£  "^J™'""^ 
pretended  to  belong  to  a  ttod  sex  Sh!^  .  "*' 
woman  sits,  she  hel3  her  tm7cup  of  Sumat  f  cl' 
as  a  woman  holds  it  Sumatra  chma 

forSKU"S"h^  ^T- J''^  temperamental 
her     ThJ  1     "^^'sed  her  so  high,  had  not  unsexed 
her.    The  face  was  hned  with  thought    at  is  t^e 
It   was   mformed    witli    the    splf  r„ii     * 
instinct     But  if  „,7  self-reliant,    c*ec«/,W 

^m£s    t^.a     it   bore'^tr™"'''  7'*"  '"^"^  '^'^ 
whoItdrSdr  Do'c'tor^-    "-'  ■— « 

prayi.         '"'  '"*=""  ^"^^  ^  the  power  of  her 
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The  pretty  room  was  all  terra-cotta  and  green. 
The  pictures  were  framed  in  unpolished  ebony  with 
a  thin  rim  of  gold  where  the  actual  paint  impmged 
upon  the  frame.  The  piano  was  a  little  black 
"  Bord "  piano.  It  had  been  on  Lord  Lelant's 
yacht,  and  he  had  given  it  to  the  Doctor  when  she 
had  left  the  ship  after  a  cruise  in  the  Mediterranean, 
wrfien  poor  httle  Margaret  Trink  had  faded  away 
despite  Ella  Low's  care,  and  had  been  taken  to 
the  cemetery  at  Malta. 

There  was  some  old  oak— especially  a  mediaeval 
chair,  shaped  like  a  Roman  curule  chair,  spoil  of 
an  English  monastery— and,  lastly,  the  fire-place 
came  direct  from  the  Morris  shop  in  Oxford  Street. 

Sveet  Laura  was  purring  with  pleasure. 

"  It  is  so  splendid  to  have  you  all  to  myself 
for  an  hour  or  two,  Ella  darling!"  she  cooed. 
"  One  can't  grudge  you  to  the  patients,  of  course, 
dear,  but  I  do  love  to  have  you  here,  eatinf  tea- 
cake  just  like  an  ordinary  person  !  " 

"  I  have  four  hours  to  be  with  you,  sweetheart." 
the  Doctor  said.  "  How  nice  you've  made  this 
room.  The  colours  are  so  restful.  It's  good  to 
be  quietly  at  home  sometimes— braces  one  up  so 
for  work." 

"  And  it's  such  a  raw,  dull  afternoon,  too." 

"  Is  it  ?    I  had  not  noticed." 

"  You  never  do  notice  weather  much.  Ella." 

"  Only  from  a  professional  point  of  view.  Th' 
thermometer  is  generally  my  only  gauge  of  whar 
is  fine  weather  and  what  isn't.  Though  "  slie  went 
on  dreamily,  "  I  have  known  neurd  ic  iises  »  u 
crisis  killed  or  cured  by  sunshine  or  a  dant  day." 
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She  got  up  lazily  from  her  chair  Jr 
*owed  that  she^wasTteLSv  .n  ''^'^^*^"t 
"^fflents  of  phy^cal  eaL  L^°'''"«^  *hese  rare 
she  stood  over  her  s!^  ^°^  ^  «nute  or  two 
dark  hair  and  thi^'hr'  °u'"^  '^^  «"<x^h 
-tWng  of  the  StfvS  ::The^^*  ^''^  ^  knew 

r  tX;--^«  ^-^  -  ^i:"^^^r 
'tsrsh:s^£i■r--^'-,„do.. 

oi  ^  but  monotono^^Tui"-;'-  ^""^  ^»-«^ 
"^^T^^^epressing  aftern^"^.'      ^'''  '*  ««^y 

A  slowly  Zb,rS^„^'^^°"*e  pavea,e„t. 
These  w«w  all.  Above  thl  ^^^  °"^  ""«  •^'"'b. 
«»>«  street  a  quarter  of  T  ^  **  ">«  ^^^  oi 
half-crcle  of  th'eTr  at  ,^^/--y>  ^  gaunt 
f'on  grounds.  ^®  "^«  ^'o-n  the  Exhibi- 

vist  o'J'th^'yJ^^btri^  ''"'^  '''^'^'^^'■'^ 
thoughts  were  far  ^waj  %™  "'  ^""^on.  h!^ 
her  eyes  were  resting  u'pou-unT    °'''"^  °'  ^^^^ 

Theno;rrrtert^"'^"^"'--cl. 
«Paceoftime,anactualrn,i  1   ^    '""edibly    short 
'J«  speck  had  iea;\"trl?'Tr'^^^-»'--''. 
*e  breathed.    In  a  moment  Lr     ^^  ^^S*  ^ 
powerful  motor-car  ZZ^^,  '^'  '^"^  t^^t  a 

'^--tp.  VeS/^Ur  tlt;^,^  -f  :-^-  were 

-e'-e  covered  w,,!,  Z^,e  ^o  ,,""  '  ^'^  '^°°''"'^' 
houses.  *^*^'^  *^o  "^J  run  out  of  the 
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In  a  flash  the  huge  machine  had  come  to  the 
Doctor's  door.  It  leapt  up  in  the  air,  as  a  crouch  ng 
thing  in  green  leather  with  no  face  put  on  the 
brakes.  The  whole  car  travelled  some  «gh^  ^e* 
without  touching  the  ground  came  down^\a 
crash,  ran  groaning  tor  some  fifty  yards  past  the 
house,  and  stopped.  .  ... 

Before  the  thing  was  fmally  at  rest,  a^odd  ht  le 
hatless  figure,  which  had  not  been  seen  tetore, 
rot  up,  rdled  out,  and  began  running  towards  the 

Doctor's  door.  tu,nt  «,as  Mr 

The  watching  woman  saw  at  once  that  it  was  Mr. 

Verschmidt,  the  famous  financier. 

He  r^  crab-wise,  and  with  a  jerky,  leaping  motion^ 
His  face  was  a  dusky-grey,  mottled  here  and 

thS  S  patches  of  dark  red.    His  Ups  were 

black  and  his  eyes  protruding 

Dr.  Low  recognised  him  at  once.    She  had  jiut 

time  to  see  that  he  was  tumbling  up  the  steps,  and 

shTcaught  a  fleeting  view  of  f  OP^^^  "«T|^i7, 

the  street  towards  the  car,  when  she  had  grasped 

''in  a  moment  she  was  in  the  hall,  wrapping  herself 
in  a  cloak,  and  pressing  one  of  her  brother's  caps 

upon  her  head.  .      ^      v        ».or  "  i>mpr- 

She  caught  up  a  large  leather  bag-her  emer 
eency"  bag-and,  as  the  man  outs.de  was  begin- 
S  to  beat  a  furious  tattoo  upon  the  door,  she 
opened  it,  ready  and  equipped. 

In  his  fear  and  ahnost  msane  excitement  tiie 
miUionaiie  nevertheless  understood  A  d«p  ^od 
of  relief  burst  from  him.  He  tried  to  speak,  but 
words  would  not  come. 
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t^^^rXTZ'in't^-:^'^^  ^^^  a  squirrel. 

of  the  little  man  Ww  ""'k^T  '''an  a  vision, 
denly  found  the  S  LL^'  '  ^''-^""^  ''"^' 
and  that  the  voic^  th^  *""«  *^ay  behind  her, 

ai^ost   approaS  tL^n^aSe"""'"  T'^''^'^  '^^'^ 

hideous   and   jMiatnral    J^H,T^      I    P*"'-    *he 
-  a  recurring  mem^^^^*-    of   that    ride. 

she^Sa^o/^i^-^thit.     Whenever 
her  ^  a  wave^  "pt/cT^^i-f  --  •'ac.  to 

the  newspaS^  relent  toT.'l^r'  •*'l^*  '^J'' 
Swce    motoring    became^    ."^'^honaire's  ride." 

this  terrible  pro^esMhr^LhT^'^'    "°"''"«   ^^^ 
done-wouldVSy   te'ev  r^  '''  ^^^^  '^'^ 
course,  as  was'^  pointed  J^t  o^er  and'   '''^-    °' 
'"ck   was   extraordinary    a   clh*-^^'  ^^^"' 
cumstances  existed  during  tW^"'"   °^  ^■^- 
nught  never  exist  agm"      2^  ^t^  """"*^^  ^^at 
nerve  and  skill  of  the  man  tC'i      superhuman 
--an  enormous  factor ^^'4°"'  *'^  "^^« 
'>im'«Sr^:i/",i;*^-''™ous  fines  levied  upon 
racing  in  the  world     ^    ^'  *"*^°"*y  »"  '"olor- 
H.S  reputation  was  made,  his  fortune  absolutely 
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secured,  in  exactly  fiv«  minutes  and  thirty-two 

seconds.  ,  ..  ^^ 

For    incredible  *s  it  seemed  to  everyone,  tfc»t 

was  the  exact  time  it  took  the  car  in  its  journey 

between  Earl's  Cou       nd  Park  Lane. 
This  was  throu      the  thick  traffic  of  »  London 

&f  1 6  r  noon 

Never  once  dii  an  actual  block  of  the  traffic 

occur.  Ti    •    1  J 

The  car  leapt  at  the  smallest  v^nings.  It  circled 
round  the  fastest-moving  veiwcles,  left  the  occupants 
Rasping  with  fear,  and  was  far  away  in  the  distance 
humming  like  a  wasp  before  they  had  time  to  reahse 
what  this  frightful  thing  might  be. 

It  shoveUed  the  greasy  hill  from  the  Albert 
Memorial  to  Hyde  Park  corner  behind  it  as  a  hen 
spurts  the  dust ;  it  went  over  the  broad  traffic- 
studded  spac«  in  front  of  St.  George's  Hospital 
aad  the  Green  Park  Uke  a  streak  of  Ught. 

The  policemen  stood  gasping,  the  omnibuses 
seemed  to  be  motionless,  like  grand  stands  at  a 
race,  and  aU  the  people  on  the  roofs  stood  up  and 
forgot  to  shout.  .^    T     J 

The  thing  went  so  furiously  through  London 
that  the  very  horses  in  the  cabs  and  carnages 
had  hardly  time  to  rear  before  the  terror  was  gone. 

No  single  accident  occurred  of  any  kind  whatever. 

The  enormous  audacity  of  the  proceeding  mig  .t 
have  been  a  contributory  reason  to  the  immunity 
of  London.  The  supreme  skiU  of  the  driver,  mag- 
netised into  super-man  by  the  urgency  of  the  case 
and  the  intensity  of  longing  and  command  tiui 
burned  in  the  powerful  brain  of  the  httle  lurking 
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trasSi!:i\rt"°  *'"•'*  ^'^^  p"-  '-tor « 

of  ^:mSir^^:';™-'-.-Pper  and  rubber 

thought  and  therwer  thT  '"'T^**  ^''^  «"*<» 
brain.    It   bec^^f^    *^     PO-ed  from  a  „an's 

directing  hand  but  thl  T  ^  ^*  ^'■^*"t  of  a 
soul.  refpoSe  "  ach  vj^  "r^'^l  ^>'""«"  »'  » 
force  that  radiated  toTtVrouTa"."'  *'''  P*y'='''<= 
S/^o-inatransceS'^stltSsur.S 

••5:::grihrrsTotarr"f;--- 

mountains."  '       '"**  ^  could  remove 

There  was  a  wild  upheaval. 
Cd;::et?:,?^-^P*  into  Par.  Un,  One 

8-at.  jarring  Zh't  Z  Z'l'nVf'  "^'^  ' 
pavement.  '^'^  f^"  hack  on  the 

Verschmidt   leaped   out     w« 
round  a  motionlesTbundle  antu  ^l     "*"'"«   ^""^ 
Then  he  saw  dT  wffa  "     t*^°°'  ''^  "^«  <=*^- 
i^^Ugh  very  White.    The  l^^' sl:-£:rS 
' *  ^e^^lI'^IlTsCe^Pr  V^^'' ^^^^^^ 
horrid  fear  came  to  raethTt/      ^T"  *°'»^"  '    A 
"Oh.  no.  3r    vTicSiHT.'"'5''*''^^^'-'"ted." 

voice  that  Us  quhe  frer?rorl  f '  '"'^''=''  '"  « 
was  numb,    lacking  ufe' ^ir/'^^"'  *''°"e'' it 

--ts^th^s^^^rzrw.-^  — 
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The  chauffeur  lay  motionless  over  the  steering 
wh^f  oMhecar.  Mr.  Verschmidt  gave  the  butter 
wme  directions,  and.  as  ^^veral  poUcemen  came 
running  up  by  the  park  raUings.  he  withdrew  Dr. 

Low  into  the  house.  p-milv  " 

"  You  must  take  something  before  you  **«  Eniily 
he  said,  in  a  low.  hurried  voice,  which  had  a  definite 
control  now. 

Dr.  Low  shook  her  head. 
"  I've  Bot  all  I  need  here."  she  answered. 
KneeUng  down,  she  opened  the  bag.  which  was 
shSd  l^ke  a  dreiing-case.    She  took  a  bottle  rom 
one  of  the  padded  compartments,  poured  a  little 
s^   volatile  "^^nto   a   Paduated  gla..  added  some 
water  which  was  in  a  carafe  «"  th«^^'<i«'j?!^i  °* ''^' 
room  in  which  they  were,  and  drank  off  the  mixture. 
"  Now."  she  said,  "  take  me  to  her. 
"  To  save  her  Ufe,"  he  said  in  an  agonised  wtasper, 
and  aU  the  way  up  the  splendid  staircase,  with  its 
l^Lfs  ^A  prLless  pictures,  the  millionaire  pat- 
tered  at  her  side  with  the  ^ame  words. 

"To  save  her  life— save  her  life  !    -it  was  UKe 
the  gentle  hissing  of  escaping  steam. 
•  *  *  * 

Three  hours  and  a  Lalf  had  passed. 
Mr   Verschmidt  and  Dr.  Low  stood  facing  eadi 
other  on  either  side  of  a  writing-table  in  the  financier's 

°ThXtor  was  weeping  bitterly.  Mr.  Verschmidfs 
face  was  pale  and  c^m.  A  slight  smile  flickered 
lb:utThe^hick  Jewish  lips.  Somehow  or  other, 
^1  the  ugliness  had  faded  away  from  the  face, 
died  away  as  a  fire  dies  out. 
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S  ^T  '*'^""8 '  "  the  Doctor  said  between  h^r 

that  Sir tdy   s  ^romLt'  ''^  "°'^  ^"«''^' 
didn't  know  what ^hl^.-    '^"°''  '^^^'-  ^''e 

cer;rte.^rrs?e^ra:vr.t'''^r' 

thr?rt.^^''"^*°™^'^""8-2rS^ 
as"\:tdlTj,Sr  ''^^-'^  ^''-^'^^ 

-uid  ask  no  mC  frotV'ou   hrtl^^t  'Tt  ^t:!    ' 

^ 

It^^i'""  ^'^°"  '"*  ^°"«  '"  the  dining-room 

coloured  sugar-crystals  in  it,  from  Barbadoes        ^' 
ih^\J^  reflecting,  in  mellow,  after-dinner  ease 

He  felt  m  charity  and  kindliness  with  all  men. 
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He  felt  good,  reaUy  a  good  fellow.    He  would  gladly 
and  sincerely  have  done  anyone  a  kindness  at  that 

moment.  ,  ,  „      •    4U» 

There  is  no  kinder  or  better-hearted  feUow  in  the 
world  than  your  sensualist  whose  lusts  and  desires 
are  gratified.  It  is  in  times  of  trouble  and  fear 
that  remorse  comes,  and  that  the  fox  and  the  woU 
awake  within  him.  It  is  then  that  he  is  to  be 
dreaded  and  shunned.  . 

The  Doctor  felt  quite  virtuous  to-mght.  His 
self-satisfaction  was  reflected  in  his  face,  which  was 
calm  and  dignified.  As  he  toyed  with  the  stem 
of  his  liqueur  glass  he  presented  a  picture  of  the 
benevolent  physician  at  home,  musing  on  hw  high 
calling  by  the  flickering  firelight,  which  would  have 
beeTworth  hundreds  of  pounds  to  the  editor  of  a 
Christmas  number. 

Indeed,  had  there  been  but  a  smgle  small  child 
playing  with  a  golliwog  upon  the  hearthrug,  such  a 
picture,  with  the  title,  "Daddy,  where's  mother 
gone  ? "  would  have  been  the  success  of  the  year 
at  the  Academy. 

The  door  opened,  and  the  Doctor's  man,  a  servant 
he  had  but  newly  engaged,  came  noiselessly  into 

the  room.  .  „  ,         . .     „  „^ 

"A  gentleman  has  called,  su-,"  he  said.  He 
would  take  no  denial,  though  I  said  you  did  not 
receive  patients  at  this  hour.  I  showed  him  mto 
the  consulting  room."  ,, 

"Dear!  dear!"  Dr.  Ninian  answered.  Then 
you  did  very  wrong.  William.  It  might  be  anyone 
—someone  about  a  subscription,  or  a  book-can- 
vasser for  the  Bible  in  iDustrated  monthly  parts. 
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rou  Should  be  more  careful,  William  "  ^ 

"This   ""'  ^'•"  ^^^-  y'""^  "^  ^swered  eagerly. 
drSn  uo"i^'T    "    '"^'^    ^    eenUeman.  'h  's 

vou     I  will  h»      !r*J  ^  ""'  1*"**^  understand 
you     X  wm  be  with  the  gentleman  in  a  moment " 
The  man  bowed  and  withdrew. 

■iuS.ThJtS'  """^  ■"»«  »  the  s™.  ™, 

For  a  moment  he  stood  in  front  nt  ♦»,« 
°-ff,r*^lshelf.arran'gin"wrelel;'^i^^^ 

thou^fn^eL^y^SeT  ^d  t  "^l  ^'^'^  ^^' 
up  because  of  thy  Sh^  .fj/hme  heart  is  lifted 

with  a  smile.     ^  '    ''*  '1''°*^*'  *°  ^"^i 

It^lT^/  *^f  °*  ^'^^  •>*  ^  particularly  fond 
It  seemed  so  i  fropos  to  his  present  state    ^ 

"fiirf  Goi  sa«rf  «»to  Him,    Thou  fool    thU 
mght  thy  soul  shall  be  required  of£:  tZ, 
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THE   LAST  CHAPTER. 

A  CHRISTMAS  EVE  PARTY.  A  LETTER  FROM  CORr  a 
AND  THE  ANSWER  TO  IT.  THE  CHILDREN  LIE 
SLEEPING. 

The  actors  in  a  drama  after  the  curtain  falls,  par- 
ticularly if  the  night  has  been  an  arduous  or  a  special 
one,  go  home  with  a  sense  of  great  rehef.  This  is, 
of  course,  a  commonplace.  All  men  are  relieved 
when  hard  work  is  over,  and  the  time  of  relaxation 
has  come-.  But  the  actor  especially,  as  all  who 
have  made  any  experience  of  theatres  know,  finds 
a  relief,  not  only  of  brain  and  body,  but  of  nerves, 
which,  perhaps,  few  people  in  other  occupations 
know  so  poignantly. 

It  was  Christmas  Eve  in  Bedford  Park.  Roland 
and  Gertrude  had  asked  some  friends  to  supper. 

There  was  to  be  a  Uttle  feast,  and  perhaps  a 
quiet  retrospect  of  the  stirring  and  terrible  events 
so  lately  over  and  still  so  much  in  their  minds. 

It  was  as  though  the  tolling  of  a  great  bell  had 
ceased,  but  the  vibration  still  swung  through  the  air. 

About  eight  o'clock  in  the  evening  Canon  Escott 
sat  with  Roland  in  the  study.  He  was  talking 
quietly  and  earnestly. 

i6» 
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no  difficulty  in  giving  ,t  me     Of  ^'"'^  '"^'''' 

nothing  at  all  froa,  VfinTnd^  n  ?%'*  "'^  ""^■"^f' 
't  is  what  I  want  Mv  nrl  f  ■  ^  *?*  °^  '''^^-  ^ut 
over,  that  is  Ta  rpf^  P^achmg  days  are  over- 

^  have  -taL  a  ff ';VTh  "'f""°"^  P-<^"-- 
fishermen  of  the  wild  m,  nV  !  ^"^P'*'  ^"^'  ^s  the 
sometimes  '  take  T  LT  '  o7th:  ""'^'i  ''''"  ^^"^ 
be  able  to  help  you  on  the  cS  T'  -^"^  ^  ^'^^^ 
when  I  am  leading  a  We  of  .  J'''*^'"'*>'  ^"  ""o^e 
have  ..en  if  r  ha!  ^j^^n^^  -^^^,  I  should 

witts^Scry  ''  "-'   -^'^^   -e  spoken 

^oriJ^^JT^J-SpekOl.      j,,, 

of  one's  own  heart  anH  c„  1  '''^  emotions 

to  influence  tt^em^ot  fof^ --*™^  'e-r 
unity  of  a  man  hp,.^,^»»  oiners.     The   whole 

soul'seems  t^Iugir"  !S  l"'  '^f''^^"  T''" 
that.  We  are  to  be  mei^v^^  1''°"  *  '"^'^*  «" 
and  it  is  so  good  of  vou^^h  °"'"^''''  ^^^"'^  ^^  ?- 
or  two  before' I  go  toS^all"  i^^  '"^  '"'  '  ^^y 
mentforme.  I  want  Vn  hT  1  " '^  ^  new  environ- 
from  the  West  E^d  of  io!d  "'^''"'*^^"'^'^^"'y 
penal  influences  un'def  S°"l  tve'V^  r*"^' 
many  years  "  ^^®  ^een  for  so 

countenance,    the    LdeSruct  ble         '""  ^""P^™^ 
courtier  existed  as  before  ™^""''    °^    ^''^ 

HeV-I'H.'"'°'ff""^^^'=h='^t«ned. 
«e  had  learnt  humilitv. 
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i.l'li* 


nil  ; 


He  had  failed  in  his  own  eyes  and  was  departing 
humbly  to  hear  the  going  of  God  in  the  wind  over 
the  remote  moors  of  the  West. 

He  who  had  stood  outside  the  gates  and  urged 
others  to  come  in  with  the  mighty  power  that  God 
and  Nature  had  given  him,  was  now  about  to 
separate  himself  from  friends  of  the  past,  and  all 
the  human  influences  of  a  vivid  and  successful 
hfe,  to  force  hims»l*  into  the  Awful  Presence. 
He  had  learnt  ho\  nis  life,  outwardly  so  serene 
and  grand,  had  frivolised  the  soul.  He  had  learnt 
that  the  power  of  the  drug  that  he  had  taken  to 
help  him  in  the  service  of  God,  had  forbade  that  he 
should  drink  in  inspirations  from  Heaven  without 
degrading  them,  even  though  he  was  surroimded 
by  all  that  would  naturally  suggest  that  he  was 
near  to  the  Music  which  he  echoed  so  well. 

"  Who  are  coming  ? "  Canon  Escott  said  to 
Roland. 

"Father  Grogan  is  coming,"  Roland  answered. 
"  He  ^vill  be  here  about  nine,  after  solenm  even- 
song at  St.  Paul's.  Then  Dr.  Low  and  Tulloch 
will  be  here  too.  At  the  present  moment,  I  suppose, 
they're  at  the  Children's  Hospital  in  Great  Ormonde 
Street.  Angus  is  painted  and  disguised  as  an 
enormous  clown.  Ella  is  doing  conjuring  tricks 
with  liquid  air.  Can't  you  imagine  the  children 
sitting  up  in  their  cots  watching  these  wondrous 
doings — they  are  a  splendid  pair,  those  two !  I 
expect  the  three  of  them  about  nine." 

Canon  Escott  sighed.  It  was  a  sigh  more  of 
reminiscence  than  anything  else. 

He  felt  he  had  been  too  long  out  of  these  definite 
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and  human  activities     W»  h,A  u 
his  pedestal,  and  the  rS  fh    '^""  ^^^^^  "Pon 
that  caught  hold  o    peoi*anf/''^"^""*'^• 
th-  daily  life  had  esSJC    '"'^'''  '"""^  '" 

bplendid,   indeed,"  he  said  ' "  iu 
the  real  work  "  '      'hey  are  doing 

little  stockings  WS  ti  dt  n  f  '"  •^'^'  *heir 
sunk  into  a  sleep  whhw^ter5'''°f-*'^^>'  "^^^ 
of  expectation.  ^  ""^'^^^  ^  happy  stupor 

up^t^Vrn^'^fefrthS'-J^the  two  men.  buUt 
"How  wonderful  v^,?  *  ^^"°"*  'mile. 

Escottsaid.    "She  sdwLr     '"'  ^P^'^^'"  ^anon 

And  if  you  w,l]  let  ^e llv'To  s„T""'  ^  "^^<1"^*«- 
Roland  stretched  o^ft^   ?'    °  heautiful." 

blaze.  ^^^  °"*  ^'*  I«gs  luxuriously  to  the 

dirteS^J^ds'^"  ^^^'"^  "^  *^-  wives  from 

"Oh    of  course,  she  is  perfect"  1,. 
dreamily.    "She  always  haTbeen     ^  ^'"^^'^^ 
one  hke  her  in  the  worid  »  ^^'^^  '*  "° 

the^'L^lrro'f  f  LTtho^sl  ^^^^°"'  -•^'^ 
cast  in  pleasant  places  aTd  T^  .  ""^^  ^^^"  "^^^ 
been  a  star  to  lead  hfm  T      ?  ^^""^  ^'^  ^i^  has 

The  ^^^tpi:i^m'S'j::^''i!^- 

part  to  smile  the  smile  nf!  "    ^^  "  his 

ardours  of  this  ha^?  husE"  V'  ''''  *^« 
Cynicism  is  the  hall  mark  of  fe?i  ^"j  "°*  "°w. 
had  failed  in  much  Sh.  ^^'^"f?'.^'^  *'«'"Sh  he 

he  had  still  ho^s  of  a  „Sur°f  .''  ''"^^  ^*'^^«''' 
i^"  01  a  useful  future  and  a  placid 
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life  in  correspondence  with  God  and  in  contrast 

to  what  had  gone  before. 

For  a  moment  he  felt  his  own  loneliness,  his  own 
apartness  from  these  sacred  and  beautiful  domestic 
joys  But  he  smiled  brightly  and  gave  his  friend 
the  silent  acquiescence,  the  tribute  whicn  he  desired 
He  was  going  into  the  remote  Western  world 
to  be  the  mouthpiece  of  the  Confraternity  of  the 
Holy  Ghost.  No  longer  would  he  speak  his  do  -^uence 
and  thrill  vast  audiences.  Now  his  part  was  to  be 
that  of  the  literary  exponent  of  the  society. 

He  was  to  write  for  them.  To  pin  his  silv>^r 
words  upon  the  printed  page.  To  give  his  fir? 
to  the  world  through  a  new  medium. 

He  bent  forward  and  looked  earnestly  in  the 
face  of  'he  younger  man. 

"  Speke,"  he  said,  "  I  feel  that  now  indeed  my 
real  and  true  opportunity  has  come.  Far  away 
from  men  and  affairs,  I  shaU  send  you  my  thoughts 
—put  upon  paper  with  the  conviction  that  I  feel, 
and  in  the  hope,  that  they  will  reach  the  hearts 
of  women,  and  of  men  too.  I  shall  teach  them 
the  truths  of  motherhood,  the  real  facts  about  the 
marriage  Sacrament.  I  hope  to  teU  them  that 
those  men  and  women,  in  married  hfe,  who  dare 
to  juggle  and  interfere  with  the  purposes  of  God 
and  outrage  His  purpose  are  laying  up  for  them- 
selves a  nemesis  which  will  dog  them  for  ever 
throughout  this  life.  , 

"  I  understand  that  your  next  definite  move  is  tully 

determined  on  by  the  Council  of  the  Conf-  aternity  ? " 

"  We  have  thought  it  out  wth  the  uvmost  care," 

Roland  answered,   "and  after   the  next  general 
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election,  I  believe  that  we  shall  h«  .ki    * 
the  measure.    We  can't  ^ni,      *    ,  *^'^    ■"  '^"V 
and  to  un-Chr^tian  lf!ii'^    "  *°  '°^  intelligence 

«  IS  only  in  the  case  of  the  educatPH  =>n^  ' 

classes  that  we  can  condurt  fL  •    ^"'^  "PP'^'" 

lines.    Therefore    WW  "mpaign  on  higher 

legislate  ste'SjVt  ^tte'rTnd  t*°   '°  '^   *° 

fs  .»p?'ss-^"!it  Set.  ii"// 

<h.  SIS,?     r  "'"'""«  '<"""'■  '»'  ™s  to 
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A  down— surely,  there  never  was  such  a  vast 
clown— ran  into  the  room  with  UtUe  mincing  steps. 
His  face  was  white  as  linen,  his  mouth  was  one  huge 
vermilion  streak  of  laughter.  His  black  hair  came 
down  in  a  peak  upon  his  massive  brow.  In  one 
hand  he  carried  a  string  of  pink  sausages  and  m  the 
other  a  turkey,  which  was  momentarily  growing 
leaner  as  its  saw-dust  stuffing  feU  upon  the  floor. 

Followed  him,  Dr.  Ella  Low,  with  a  brass  kettle 
in  one  hand  and  a  smaU  black  bag,  which  she  an- 
nounced in  strident  tones  was  Uquid  air,    in  the 

other.  ,         ., 

And,  lastly,  in  his  long  black  cassock,  rather 
tired  in  aspect,  but  weiring  the  happiest  of  smiles, 
came  Father  Grogan  himself. 

Angus  Evan  TuUoch  seemed  to  have  a  new  lease 
of  life.  He  absolutely  refused  to  climb  over  the 
wall  which  divided  his  house  from  Roland's  and  to 
remove  the  paint. 

Willy  nilly,  the  party  perforce  sat  down  with 
this  gigantic  Grimaldi,  and  the  first  pop  of  the 
champagne  let  free  far  more  volatile  spirits  than 
any  bottle  ever  held. 

For  all  their  troubles  were  over.  Everyone  there 
on  that  night  had  just  gone  through  terrible  and 
unforgettab'e  experiences.  These  had  become  things 
of  the  past,  the  immediate  past,  but  still  tiie  past. 
The  net  had  been  gathered  in.  The  cords  were 
brought  together  and  tied  in  a  final  knot.  An  epocli 
was  ended  in  the  lives  of  aU  of  them.  The  traged> 
of  which  they  had  been  spectators  and  even  actor: 
was  played  out.  The  curtain  had  fallen,  and  now 
tragedian  and  comedian— the  whole  troup  of  mimei 
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real  thing.  occasion,    ohristmas  was  a 

to  their  stor;:  A,  d  An^us  V  M '"k*^  ^'^^'"5  '=''°^"' 
i'is  heroic  buffooi^erv  af  tJ"^°'^'f ''"«<=°""t«'J 
the  whole  .ituarnVrai  in'T?:  '"'^^'^  "P 
'owards  the  chandelie^ /.T*?  a  brimming  glass 

""ho,  .  .vine  maH»  ,1  i     '  °^  *"®  conjurer 
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ventures  of  the  retired  magician,  unable  to  curb 
his  appetite  for  mystery,  were  inimitably  shown 
in  illustrative  pantomime,  together  with  the  aston- 
ishment and  consternation  of  his  household. 

The  fun  was  fast  and  furious.  A  spirit  of  purely 
childish  frohc  was  animating  them  all,  when  the 
door  of  the  dining-room  was  suddenly  thrown  open 
by  a  somewhat  puzzled  maid-servant,  and,  witli 
a  bland  smile,  Mr.  Humphrey  England  was  shown  m 
With  the  most  simple  aplomb,  that  distmguishec 
young  gentleman  announced  that,  though  un 
invited,  he  had  felt  it  his  duty  to  call  upon  Rolanc 
and  to  explain  a  new  and  glorious  idea  which  hat 
suddenly  possessed  him  as  he  was.  dressing  for  dmncr 
Humphrey  England  looked  older  and  more  won 
than  before,  though  his  face  wore  its  usual  expres 
sion  of  supreme  and  enthusiastic  happiness. 

The  young  man  had  gone  through  deep  water 
of  late— his  name  had  been  very  prommentl; 
before  the  public  in  wnnection  with  the  recen 
scandals.  It  was  known  that  he  had  been  a  prim 
mover  in  the  whole  affair,  and,  though  acquitted 
of  any  blame  in  the  general  opinion,  he  was  yc 
pointed  at  as  a  type  of  inordinate  and  useless  foolish 
ness— as  one  of  the  most  degenerate  products  of 
degenerate  age.  ,    ,  ,     ,         . 

The  Radical  papers  had  published  leaders  abou 
him,  he  had  been  called  a  toy  Petronius,  and  inl 
stained  wretches  had  let  their  imaginations  fre 
upon  the  scandal  of  such  a  being  as  this  bein 
able  to  control  a  vast  amount  of  capital. 

All  England's  set,  his  particular  set,  had  bee 
broken  up  and  dispersed.    Many  of  them  had  gon 
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He  seemed  very  touched.  """ast-c  J 

her.  and  she  hS  tha'^othr tl^^^^^        *^*^ 
Roland  sS^.       ^"^  ™^^"6  ^  ^P«cli.  England." 

w'th  a  happy  misquotation,  "and  it  is  so  g<SS 
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you  all  to  take  me  in.    At  lunch-time  this  morning 
I  was  in  despair.    My  mind  no  longer  dwelt  in 
my  body,  it  haunted  it  Uke  an  evU  spirit.    All 
my  friends  have  disappeared,  as  a  criminal  suddenly 
disappears  through  the  drop.    I  didn't  know  what 
to  do,  and  I  remembered  it  was  Christmas  Eve. 
I  thought  of  going  to  the  junior  Turf  Club— the 
cab-shelter  in  the  middle  of  Piccadilly,  don't  you 
know— and    entertaining    the    cabmen   with  ham 
and  eggs  and  conversation.    Then  I  found  I  was 
not  quite  in  the  mood  even  for  that.    Strange 
regrets  crept  through  the  shadowy  thoroughfares 
of  thought.    I  felt  lonely,  and  all  the  enthusiasm 
of  the  past  seemed  futile.    Like  mUking  he-goats, 
there  was  neither  honour  nor  profit  in  them.  Indeed, 
my  dear  friends,  I  don't  remember  having  been  so 
melancholy  since  I  heard  of  poor  dear  Emily  Ver- 
schmidt's  death,   which  seems  so  long  ago  now, 
though,  of  course,  as  mere  time  goes,  it  is  very 
recent     I   sat   at    the   window   of   my   bedroom, 
looking   out   into    Berkeley    Square.    The    sunset 
was  like  a  passion  flower.    The  sky  was  hung  with 
banners,  but  not  for  me.    For  the  first  time  that 
1  can  remember,  1  found  myself  without  a  dominat- 
ing   enthusiasm.    I    remembered    that    wonderful 
text  in  the  Bible,  one  that  has  always  strangely 
struck  me— "Wizards  that  peep  and  mutter"— 
from    Ecdesiastes.    I    felt    chilled.     Then   night 
opened  her  great  black  fan,  and  I  went  to  dress 
for  dinner,  not  knowing  with  whom  I  should  dine, 
what  restaurant  I  should  choose— and,  if  you  wiU 
believe  me,  I  hadn't  even  an  idea  as  to  the  soup, 
a  thing  which  I  generally  have  completely  settled 
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by  four  o'clock  in  the  afternoon.    I  realised  fh^n 
the  great  stream  of  human  tears  that  k  W 
^ng  through  the  shadows  0^  ^o^  as  WaZ' 

occasion.    Someone  poured  out  a  elass  J  1 
uui  01  place  at  a  Christmas  party    and  I  fpar  it 

de;;L"foTeSe"^"rest:f  m"';^"*'^^*  '  '•^- 
gune  to  the  "cTusfpSe^  ov^g  ^  Sa'^J 

^n^r- 1^'^  -^^  -thS  r^oTp'r:^ 

tS"\r«>nrenaX'*^''"^  booJTdL^t 
before  "  fi^Tr  u  •  ****^  "°™  earnestly  than 
before,     that  I  have  ever  in  all  my  life  been  so 
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fascinated  by  a  plan  of  action  or  felt  such  enthu- 
siasm for  a  cause  as  I  do  for  this." 

With  that  the  volatile  young  gentleman  sub- 
sided gracefully  into  a  seat  and  began  to  tell 
Gertrude  how  he  had  half  formed  a  plan  of  be- 
coming a  member  of  the  Roman  Cathohc  Church, 
capitaUsing  all  his  income  and  building  an  enormous 
cathedral  in  the  centre  of  Bethnal  Green— when 
this  other  and  far  more  glorious  idea  had  come 
to  him. 

Everybody  in  the  room  agreed,  puzzled  as  they 
were,  to  take  the  odd  creature's  remarks  in  good 
part,  nobody  expected  that  this  was  more  than  a 
passing  fancy.  Father  Grogan,  however,  who  had 
had  more  experience  of  the  type  than  any  of  the 
others  there,  took  occasion  to  drive  home  with 
the  young  man.  He  sowed  new  seed  in  that  fertile 
and  distorted  brain,  seeds  of  seriousness  and  of 
penitence.  The  records  of  the  Confraternity  to-day 
bear  witness  to  the  able  and  whole-hearted  work 
done  by  the  young  man  of  the  muted  harps. 

The  evening  passed  quietly  and  happily  enough 
till  an  hour  before  midnight,  when  with  many 
greetings  and  farewells,  the  guests  departed  into 
the  keen  and  frosty  night. 

Roland  went  upstairs  to  his  study  for  half  an 
hour.  He  had  a  letter  to  read  and  to  answer.  Ger- 
trude was  to  jom  him  on  the  stroke  of  midnight. 

He  opened  his  desk,  took  out  a  letter  with  foreign 
stamps  and  postmarks  upon  the  envelope,  and 
began  to  read. 

The  letter  was  from  Sir  Arthur  Childe,  who 
was  away  upon  a  holiday. 
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T  u-,-h  *i    *     ""°^  Spagus,  Corfu. 

Roland.'  Alrcadv  li^I°"  '°"'"^  ^*  *^"^  P'^^''' 
aeain-fo-ho!:^      *"   beginning   to    feel    myself 

alfhW  V  ""y  "*"  '"^"•'  ^s  RLS.  put  it  It's 
S  iv'  ^'"'''''  '"'^  J""^'  Sreen.  I  have  go  rid  of 
all    my    depression    and    nerve    weariness      Onl 

""mar  ^i  ''"^  "T  ""^'^  ™    figSe 
havrhad"^  I:    ^eaS'    ^^Vf  '°'^^   ^ 
Kingsley  felt  wherhe'^Tr^e  'it  St  m  a'd f " 
the  fairy-land  of  the  world  for  the  first  L.      T 

l::^LJs:tif— --^iSio^" 

"  I  was  introduced  to  the  King  of  Greece  vester 

suLstf the\fr'H^''^'  ^"'  g^tlemanTmr  who 
kS  lanlfd  ^  H  '°""''?  S^^"*^^™^"  «"J  wise, 
that  I  was  to  havfir'  f  r""""  ""^t^ctions 
the  PH^ar-pa^of^^f h:;;:\?eifL'^-° 

iZ  'l^J-'^tr  T  t^  yacSl^^m-esT:' 

"Corfu  is  English  still.     Tack  Tar*  frn™   ni 
mouth  and  Devonport  parade  Jhe  waSSd  ""ciS^' 
bui^t  to  mlh^r^'  ^^--'^-«<1.  happy.  S  fac 
mTh-I^q    ^^^  ^°'°"'''  °"*  °^  which  steadfast 

f^  feUorr'^'"'''^'^-    Cheery  and  saTis! 
^  feUows!    They  make  one  glad   to   be   an 

llt^'n°°'  ""^  «^«^'  the  ii^ular  LJan^ 
from  which  (I  suppose)  we  all  suffer  r        '^°^^''* 

1  can  hardly  realise  as  yet  that  I  am  living  in 
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the  old  Homeric  Corcyra.  One  thing  am  I  certain 
of,  which  is  that  Mr.  Gladstone  made  a  great  blunder 
in  giving  this  beautiful  place  to  a  degenerate  country 
of  cigarette  makers  like  the  Greeks. 

*  •  •  *  * 

"  I  had  written  so  far  when  the  mail  from  Malta 
arrived,  and  I  broke  off  my  letter  to  glance  at  the 
English  newspapers.  I  resume  it  with  feelings  of 
the  liveliest  dismay. 

"  What  does  this  mean,  Roland  ?  What  is  the 
real  truth  of  this  hideous  tragedy— this  fearful 
scandal  in  English  society  ?  I  have  never  read 
anything  so  horrible.  That  poor  dear  young  thing, 
Mrs.  Vcrschmidt!  and  her  husband— the  great 
financial  king — one  of  our  latest  recruits  to  the 
Confraternity.  Was  Ninian  Newton  at  the  bottom 
of  it  all  ? — it  seems  so.  De  mortuis  nil  nisi  bontim 
—I  know  the  ancient  maxim,  and  honour  it.  But 
there  are  cases  and  cases.  The  doctor  was  a  black 
scoundrel.  Did  we  not  have  to  threaten  him  with 
Scotland  Yard  ?  He  is  well  out  of  the  world,  and 
I  pray  that  he  may  be  now  being  taught  the  truth 
and  may  be  experiencing  the  Divine  and  stem  process 
of  purification  in  another  life. 

"  Three  people  I  had  so  often  met  in  society  ! — 
I  am  bewildered.  And  I  see  hints,  in  this  long 
article  which  is  before  me,  of  some  extraordinary 
and  malign  influence  that  has  been  at  work.  What 
is  this  story,  told  in  such  carefully  guarded  and 
reticent  language,  of  incredible  and  occult  things  ? 
Who  is  the  mysterious  p'^rsonage  from  India  to 
whom  such  curious  reference  is  made  ?  I  read  of 
*  the  beautiful  wife  of  one  of  our  well-known  judges.* 
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This  must  surely  mean  your  aunt?  And  I  see 
that  you  also  are  hinted  at,  and  that  Angus  Evan 
Tullocii  s  name  is  actually  printed  ! 

I  am  really  overwhelmed  by  all  these  hon-nn: 
The  colour  seems  to  have  gone  from  thTseaTd 
the  Uazmg  day  to  be  cold  fnd  chiuL  '  ^"^ 

you  k^ow;'  °""'  "^  '^"  "^y-  ^^  *«"  ">«  -hat 

.r^^l7^  "7  1°''^  *°  Gertrude,  and  kiss  my  little 

h„,'.'c!!l^  i^'*  T**'^^*  ^°''  Christmas  to  aU  your  happy 
household.    I  pray  for  you  all  daily.  ^^^ 

"  Ever,  my  dear  Roland, 

"  Your  affectionate, 
"  Arthur  Aidenham  Childe." 

letfef^i'u.Tfigh.""'''  *'•'  '=°"^*'^^'^  -«*  ^'^ted 
Then  he  took  up  his  pen  in  answer. 

"  Christmas  Eve, 

"  Addison  Road, 

The  Juse  or'Stnl^'L^l^Sti^- 
haTLnTt^r  •^'°^^"  **"•  Emily  WC^ 
«^er^  h.  "rP^'^'y  ^"K'^-^'^  house.  She 
««aned.  so  he  told  me.  quite  well,  though  tired  and 
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distrait.    The  next  afternoon  Mr.  Verschmidt  drove 

up  to  Ella  Low's  house  in  his  motor  car. 

"  Dr.  Low  was  looking  out  of  the  window  of 
her  consulting  room — which  is  in  the  front  of 
her  house  at  Earl's  Court.  She  says  that  the 
car  came  down  the  road  at  such  a  pace  that 
it  was  leaping  up  from  the  wood  pavement. 
She  was  taken  back  at  the  same  rate  of  speed  to 
Park  Lane — there  are  ten  sumniuiises,  unheard,  of 
course,  now,  against  Mr.  Verschmidt.  She  arrived, 
and  was  hurried  up  to  the  bed-room.  Mrs.  V.  was 
dying.  Nothing  could  be  done  for  her.  Before  she 
passed  away  she  called  to  her  husband.  He  bent 
down  to  her  and  she  put  her  arms  round  his  neck — 
he  had  to  hft  them  for  her— and  she  told  him  that 
she  loved  him  dearly,  that  he  had  always  been  sweet 
to  her  and  shown  her  a  high  chivalry  that  now,  at 
the  last  moment,  filled  her  with  unutterable  remorse. 

"And  then,  Ella  Low  told  me,  she  made  the 
most  terrible  confession  that  she,  the  doctor,  had 
ever  heard.  Newton's  name  was  implicated  in  it. 
The  poor  thing  sobbed  a  httle  and  died,  holding 
her  husband's  liand. 

"Then  Venchmidt  asked  Dr.  Low  a  question. 
He  was  quite  cabn  and  rigid. 

"Dr.  Low  said  that  she  would  answer  it  in  an 
hour. 

"  Verschmidt  went  away. 

"  In  an  hour,  upon  the  actual  minute,  he  returned 
to  the  death-chamber.  The  poor,  foolish,  lovely 
girl  lay  waxen  and  still  in  tie  bed.  Ella  held  out 
her  hand  to  the  husband  over  the  corpse.  She  said 
that  she  was  weeping  bitterly.    She  told  hi.i  the 
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wer.  locked  into  Newton's  neck     Thl  f^"^ 

them  had  penetrated  thTij    u    \     ''^  P°'"**  °* 

course  I  teU  it  you  ta  L^r/:^^"'"'^'  ^^'  °^ 
"My  poor  aunt  is  quite  insane,  and  J,as  been 
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taken  to  a  doctor's  house  in  Bournemouth.  My 
wretched  young  cousin,  Patrick  Speke,  married  a 
barmaid  of  low  antecedents  a  short  time  ago.  He 
has  since  been  brought  up  at  Bow  Street  Police 
Station,  charged  with  an  aggravated  assault  on 
his  wife.  It  was  stated  in  all  the  papers  who  his 
parents  were. 

"Lady  Honoria,  it  seems,  has  been  under  the 
mfluence  of  an  adroit  swindler  for  weeks.  The 
man  was  an  officer  in  the  Indian  army  many 
year>  ago.  He  had  a  brother,  a  Colonel  Mordaunt 
—the  Devon  Mordaunts,  you  know— whom  I  and 
Gertrude  met,  quite  by  chance,  when  we  were  on 
our  hones^noon.  Colonel  Mordaunt  and  the  brother 
were  twins.  The  brother  had  been  imprisoned  in 
India  for  fifteen  years  for  a  murder  with,  I  under- 
stand, extreme  provocation.  He  came  to  England 
a  year  after  his  release  as  the  missionary  of  a  fantas- 
tic Indian  sect.  He  wished  to  convert  English  folk 
to  his  creed.  I  gather  that  he  was  perfectly  sincere, 
but  that  the  misery  of  his  career  had  turned  his  brain. 

"  He  sought  out  Colonel  Mordaunt,  who  was  Uving 
the  life  of  a  recluse  in  the  family  house  at  Ilfra- 
combe.  The  colonel's  wife  had  left  him,  many  years 
before,  in  India.  He  believed  her  treacherous  and 
unfaithful,  and  the  shock  had  taken  all  interest  out 
of  his  life.  But  it  appears  that  the  woman  was  not 
really  what  her  husband  thought  her.  There  was  a 
poignant  reason  for  her  flight,  a  reason  of  which 
Colonel  Mordaunt  could  have  no  knowledge.  The 
convict  brother  knew  the  truth  of  the  whole  matter. 
He  had  discovered  it  by  means  of  aa  old  man — a 
native  servant — ^when  he  was  released  from  prison. 
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u,},'!"*  "5*''  *  ''*''«'•"  *'*•»  Colonel  Mordaunt 

lew  days  to  live.    The  brother  was  to  «ve  the 

wt"to  ![:°'  "'  '"  *"^'^  fidelity.  Vref'r^/h 
^uJy     \^  u  ""**'"  P^'^  '^^  without  any  ex- 

trtoierh-rff  ^'"^  --  '^  ^  ^-^-'^ 

ingel^^"^'  *•"'"«  ^'' ''""'  ^''"P'^'  ^d  devilishly 

n,!l?*n  K*''!'''  *''°  ""«<*  •'™«>"  by  an  Indian 

smv  nov?ft^"*'~  ""''^  ^*«°"''  J^^d  «°t  hold  of  he 
sJ^y  novelty-mongenng  members  of  my  poor  aunt's 
set.    He  promised  them  that  he  would  dte  and  rL 

who  wJaVT.  ""  *'''*"  "^y  ^-'^"  Newton^ 
to  seT^^ln^^l^^J^'^'^'y  *°  ♦^^'^  whole  thing 

exact,  and  they  aU  imagined  that  they  were  wit- 
nessmg  the  death  of  the  brother 
JU''^"'  «'^^''  afterwards,  there  was  a  sort  of 
stance   m    Humphrey   England's   house,    and    the 
impostor  appeared  as  one  risen  from  the  S. 

neurS  ^n^"'""*  '"  ^'^^-y^^  know  how  these 
neurotics  wiU  beheve  m  anything-and  in  the  hope 

destroy  the  uneasiness  of  their  consciences,  they 
were  prepaid  to  make  him  into  a  demi-god  who 
could  give  them  the  keys  of  life  and  dea.h 

u,*K  :u  u  ?  "y  P^  *°  e^'Pose  the  whole  thing 
with  the  help  of  dear  old  Angus  Evan  TuUoch' 
who^  journalistic  instinct  was  4used  ' 

„.-  n  .?^t.*^*  *"  "*  '"  e^eat  distress,  and  told 
me  all  hat  had  happened.  Lady  Honoria.  he  s^d 
was  quite  estranged  from  him  and  in  a  statrS 
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nervous  hysiteria  that  made  life  almost  impossible. 
Ella  went  to  see  her.  Ella  came  back  and  told 
me,  privately,  that  she  was  on  the  brink  of  mania- 
The  poor  thing,  Ella  explained,  should  have  had  a 
family.  She  was  suffering  from  a  well-defined 
feminine  disorder,  disturbed  function  resulting  in 
weakening  mental  power. 

"Angus  and  I  went  to  the  house  and  saw  this 
impostor.  I  recognised  him  as  the  man  I  met 
one  night  when  I  was  walking  home  to  Bedford 
Park  with  Tulloch  and  Father  Grogan— the  man 
who  ran  away — you'll  remember  I  told  you  of  the 
occurrence. 

"  Tulloch  and  I  went  down  to  the  lonely  old 
Tudor  mansion  at  Ilfracombe.  We  found  an  Indian 
servant  there,  crooning  over  the  hearthstone  for  his 
dead  master  Uke  a  Greek  slave. 

"We  learied  the  history  of  the  imposture  from 
him. 

"We  '•ame  back  and  told  my  uncle  the  whole 
history.  He  told  Lady  Honoria— and  that  was 
the  end  of  everything. 

"She  had  some  hope  that  this  magician  would 
save  Pat  in  some  way  and  restore  him  to  decency. 

"Debendro  has  disappeared.  No  one  knows 
where  he  is  or  what  has  happened  to  him. 

"  Lady  Honoria,  as  I  have  said,  is  in  a  private 
madhouse.  She  sits  in  her  room,  so  I  hear,  and 
talks  baby-talk  to  an  imaginary  nursery  of  children. 

"  She  seems  happy. 

"  I  have  httle  more  news  that  will  interest  you, 
my  dear  chief. 

"  You  will  no  doubt  have  heard  that  Canon 
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fnT"*''^J  '"''*?***^  *  '""^l  """6  «  Cornwall, 
and  intends  to  devote  his  leisure  to  the  literary 
side  of  our  work  His  wr'  gs  will  be  an  enormous 
help.  We  wanted  just  such  a  man  to  write  on  the 
iptM  aspects  of  birth  and  motherhood. 

He  IS  staying  with  mc  here  for  a  few  days 
and  to  spend  a  quiet  Christmas.  He  says  that  he 
wi.l  preach  no  more,  that  nerves  are  going  under 

i.K'K*'"^*'''  '!!'!'  '°"y  eloquence.  He  seems 
much  brighter  and  happier  than  I  have  ever  known 
Aim. 

"  To-night  we  have  a  little  party.  Escott 
Grogan,  TuUoch,  and  Dr.  EUa-and,  last  of  all' 
Humphrey  England ! 

"  He    arrived    unexpectedly    with    a    fantastic 
proposal  to  give  all  his  time  and  money  to  the 
Confratemity.    I  wish  I  could  think  that  his  en- 
.    tJiusiasm  was  real  and  would  last. 

"  I  fear  that  it  is  only  the  reaction  from  the 
severe  troubles  of  the  last  few  weeks.  We  shaU  see 
We  have  all  been  very  merry  during  the  whole 
evemng  though  now  that  I  am  alone  and  writing 
tho^°ht  ^°'"  *''°'*^  *^''**'"  shadows  upon  my 
"For  I  know  that  Sir  Basil  is  sitting  alone  in  his 
vast  funereal  house,  weeping  for  the  present,  thinking 
of  toe  past  with  terrible  remorse. 

"  He  has  no  child  to  comfort  him. 
.   "  A""^  J  ''now  that  Mr.  Verschmidt  is  sitting  alone 
m  his  ceU  at  HoUoway  with  a  broken  heart 

"  But  it  wasn't  his  fault.  He  is  tried  by  God 
for  some  reason  we  don't  know.  He  is  a  Jew  and 
a  clean  man. 
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"  '  Wkiek  holy  estate  Christ  adorned  and  beautified 
with  His  presence,  and  first  miracU  that  He  wrought 
in  Cana  of  GaliUe' 

"Good-night,  my  dear  friend  and  master.  My 
hcAtt  is  very  full.  It  is  full  of  sorrow  (or  my  friends 
who  have  not  learned  the  truth,  it  is  full  of  joy  and 
gratitude  for  my  own  bright  and  fortunate  lot. 

"  And  it  is  full  of  the  joy  of  Christmas  and  the 
sense  of  our  Lord's  birthday.    Good-night. 
"  Always  your  affectionate 

"  Roland  Speke." 

When  he  had  written  this  letter,  Roland  left  his 
study  and  went  to  find  his  wife. 

He  found  her  in  the  chUdren's  day  nursery. 
The  little  ones  were  in  bed  long  since.  The  window 
was  open  and  she  was  leaning  out  of  it.  'Twas  a 
clear  frosty  night  and  the  great  stars  globed  them- 
selves in  heaven. 

"  Which  is  the  star  that  came  near  to  the  world 
and  hung  over  the  Village,  sweetheart  ?  "  she  asked 
with  tender  and  whimsical  fancy. 

"That    one,"    he     said,     pointing,,    "perhaps 

it  was."  „ 

"  I  don't  know,"  she  answered  dreamily.  To- 
night Jesus  was  a  Uttle  baby.  Let  us  go  and  look 
at  our  dear  Uttle  babies." 

They  passed  into  the  room  where  the  children 
were  sleeping.    Roland's  arm  was  'ound  her,  her 
head  drooped  upon  his  shoulder. 
Both  their  face*  were  bright  and  slining. 

TSE  £ND. 


Lomo*:    W*iD,  Loci  A  Co.,   LiMins. 
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